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A Sess FAMILY. 


An Original Furce, in Due Act. 
BY WILLIAM SUTER, ESQ. 


CAST OF CHARACTERS. 


Laura Keene's, 

Surrey, London, 1857. New York, 1857. 
Mr. Benjamin Bibbs . ati Vollaire. Mr. Burnett. 
Mr. Barnaby Bibbs.... ‘** H. Widdecombe. ‘ Jefferson. 
Mr. Peter Parker...... * Phelps. “ T. Duncan 
Graney. ae George Yarnold. ‘“ Peters. 
ifrs enjamin ; Bibbs. ares E. Webster. Miss C. Thomson 
Mrs. Barnaby Bibbs... ‘* G. Ellis. ‘* Mary Wells. 
Miss eee Summers. “ Bird. ‘* C. Jefferson 


Snarley... -- Mrs. Moreton Brooks. Mrs. Thompson. 


ScenE L—A neat Chamber in third and Sourth 
grooves, C.; doors open, backed by plain room. 
Practical window in flat L., backed by landscape. 
Set doors R. and L. 2 E. Set doors R. and L. 3r. 
Table on BR. C., covered with white cloth; on it 

- coffee-pot and coffee, plate of toast, plate of cake, 
two spoons, two coffee-cups and saucers; sugar- 
bowl and sugar, two plates and two knives, and 
newspaper. Two chairs on R.; table on L. C., 
with properties, etc., same as R: two chairs on 
L. The two breakfast tables set exactly alike. 


Mr. PETER PARKER enters through window, L 
jiat, cautiously. 


Peter. All right, so far! luckily this apartment 
is vacant; ’twould have been awkward and annoy- 
ing to have encountered, on my entrance here, 
the whole force of Bibbses. Now if I can but con- 
trive to gain an interview with Selina, and then 
escape from the house unobserved. 

Mr. Benjamin Bibbs. (within, R. 2 X., calling.) 
Snarley ! 

Mrs. Barnaby Bibbs. (without, L. 2 E., calling. ] 
Grumpy! 


Peter. Halloa! [Conceals himself, R. 3 E. 


Enter GRUMPY, R. C. D., and SNARLEY, L. C. D. 
| They jostle each other as they cross to tables, R 
. andl. 


Snarley. [R.] Keep away from me, man. 

Grumpy. Don't touch me, woman. 

Snarl. Your inissus called you, Mr. Grumpy. 

Grump. Your master called you, Mrs. Snarley. 
' Snarl. I knows that. 

Grump. And I knows t/other. . 
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Snarl. Ugh! you’re a good-natured animal. 
Grump. I don't want to be good-natured, and 
you’re not so very afiable.. , 
Snarl. I was, before I came into this house, to 
live with these two pair of Bibbses; but their 
wrangling and ill-humor has contaminated me, 
turned my fine flow of spirits into vinegar, and 
stirred up my vicious propensities into full vigor. 

Grump. Ah! Women’s wicious perpensities 
are always wigorous. | 

Peter. [aside, peeping out, RB. 3 E.] Confound | 
them—I wish they’d go! 

Snarl. Hem! strange people, these Bibbses! 
you know all about them, Grumpy—I don’t, ’cause 
I haven’t been long in the place ; you're an old 
servant. : 

Grump. 
servant—but I feels werry amiable just now, and 
don’t mind telling you what I kinows; but you'll, 
be secret ? 


I ain’t. 
| 
Snarl. If I don't,. may I never be married. 


I’m a young, middle-aged 


Grump. That’s a terrible oath for a woman to 
take. Well, old Mr. Summers was a grocer, and 
when I was 2 hinteresting youth about fourteen, 
he hired me as a herrand boy. 

Snarl. And were your parents agreeable to—. 

Grump. My parents! . To Jet you into another 
secret, Snarley, it’s often a werry strong doubt on 
my mind whether I ever had any. At all events, 
Pe always been-above introducing themselves 

to my notice. 

Snarl. What do you mean ? 

Grump. Why, I was found one evening in a 
bag, tied.to the knocker of a gentleman’s door. 

Snarl. And were you taken in ? 

Grump. No; I was let out, and inquiries were 
made as to who were the parents: that so cruelly t 
gave their child the sack. 

Snarl. And with success ? i 

Grump. Not exactly! I had hoped that some 
great nobleman might step forward and own me, 
but he’s never done it, and if was said thata 
highwayman, who was hanged, partly confessed, 
among other cnornities, to the dreadful responsi- 
bility of being my paternal parent. 

Snarl. Infamous! 

Grump. Yes; 1’m a child of hinfamy—but this 
is a noble country, and I am indebted to two of its | 
noblest institutions for the figure I cuts in society. 

Snarl. How ? $ 

Grump. Why, I was brou + 
and edicated a a charity school. ; 

: il ’T was enough to make you cut the thread 
of life 
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Grump. Don’t you cut the thread of my dis- 
course.- Well, Mr. Benjamin Bibbs, the surly, and 
Mr. Barnaby Bibbs, the silly, as I calls ’em, were 
Mr. Summers’s confidential clerks. Mr. Summers 
was a widower, with an only daughter. 

Snarl. Miss Selina, who is now in this house. 

Grump. Hold your tongue, or I'll hold mine. 

Peter. [aside, peeping out R. 3 E.] They’ll 


talk forever. 


Grump. About two year ago, Mr. Summers 
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FAMILY. 


Barn. Yes, dearest. 

Ben. More cream! [Mrs. BENJAMIN helps him. 

Mrs. Barn. [tasting and making a wry Sace.| 
More sugar. 

Barn. [taking sugar ‘From basin with his fingers.] 


Yes, sweet. 


Mrs. Barn. (loudly. ] What are you about, sir? 
Cire BY drops sugar basin and breaks tea-cup. J 
Ugh, clumsy ! 


Barn. You flurry me, love. ([Sits down con- 


died, leaving a good deal of money—for he was|/used, wipes his face, and drinks out of the slop 


very ’ rich—and the business to the two Bibbses, 
and making them guardians to his daughter, Miss 
Selina, leaving her ten thousand pounds, to be 
paid on her wedding day—provided she marries 
with the consent of the Bibbses—not a penny if 
she marries in hopposition. 

Snarl. And: now she’s fallen in love with young 
Parker, Mr. Benjamin and Mrs. Barnaby won't 
let her have him, but keep her locked up in her 
own room. 

Grump. But Miss Selina ain’t locked up now, 
’cause Mr. Parker has promised to come no more 
to the house, so she has her liberty and is at this 
moment in the Jittle back drawing-room. 

[Pointing to door, L. 3 E. 


Enter PETER, from R. 2 E. 


Peter. (aside.| That’s enough for me. 
[ Steals out L. 3 E. 

Grump. Then I shan’t tell you any more. 
Snarl. Why not ? 
tbe Why, didn’t you ay: “that’s enough for 

? ; 
Snarl. That I didn’t! 
Grump. Well, I never! Yow’re like all the rest 
of the wowen—a nice mixture—one-half deceit, 
and t’other half tarra-diddles. 
Snarl. I don’t understand you. 
Grump. I dare say not; I knows yow’re werry 
ignorant. - 
Ben. (without, R. 2 E.] Snarley ! 

. Mrs. Barnaby. (without, L. 2 £.] Grumpy! ! 
Snarl. Oh, lawkes! 
Grump. Oh, orekey: [ They run off, SNARLEY 

R.C., GRUMPY L. C. 


Enter T (Rs. BENS AMIN Brsss, R. 2 B.; MRS. BAR- 
NABY BIBBS, L. 2.E.; they walk. BENJAMIN 
Brsss fo table, RB. C.; Mrs. BARNABY BIBBs to 
table, L.C. They look at each other with extreme 
disgust. 
Mrs. Barn. [turning up her nose.| Pah! 
Ben. [grunting.|. Ugh! [Both sit; loudly and 
surlily.) Sarah! ; 
Mrs. Ben. [R., meekly.] Benjamin! 
Mrs. Barn. [sharply. Barnaby !. 

Enter BARNABY BIBBS, L. 2 E. 


Bay leary | Jemima ! 
Ben. Your chair 


me 


Mrs. Ben. Yes, my love. [ Sits. 
Mrs. Barn. Sit. 
Barn. [sitting.] Yes, my dove. {[Mrs. BENJA- 


MIN pours out coffee for BENJAMIN, BARNABY 
ditto for Mrs. BARNABY. BaRNABY drops into 
chair and spills coffee.) Oh, law! [All seated; 
BENJAMIN, R. C.; MRs. BENJAMIN, R.; Mus. 
BARNABY, L..C.; BARNABY, L. 

Mrs. Barn. What are you ‘about, sir? 

Barn. Yve-scalded my fingers. 

Mrs. Barn. Serves you right, booby. 


basin, and puts sugar into his pocket instead of his 
handkerchief, 

Mrs. Barn. Don’t drink out of the slop basin. 
I declare if he isn’t pocketing the sueat before my 
face! Are you mad ? 

Barn. No—I'm only nervous. 

. Ben. Bread and butter. 

Mrs. Ben. Yes, precious. 


Mrs. Barn. Cake! Is the fellow deaf? Cake! 
Barn. Eh? Did you speak to me? 
Mrs. Barn. Cake! 


Barn. [handing plate.] Oh, yes! 

Mrs. Barn. Kat. 

Barn. {hurriedly putting a ee piece into his 
mouth.| I will, dear. 

Mrs. Barn. Don’t fill your mouth so. 

“Barn. [his mouth full.] I won't, dear. 

Mrs. Barn. Don't speak with your mouth full. 

Barn. [his mouth still filled.) No, my love. 

Mrs. Barn. [angrily and stamping.| Again, sir! 
[BARNABY starts, and is nearly choked, MRs. 
BARNABY strikes him violently on the back; he is 
very much Frightened, and after an-effort swallows 
the cake. 

Barn. Don’t hammer me—it’s gone! 

Mrs. Barn. Ugh! cormorant! [Mrs. BARNABY 
resumes her coffee drinking, BARNABY falls back 
into -his chair exhausted, and wnconsciously ‘fans 
himself with @ plate. 


Ben. [handing paper to nis wife.) Newspaper ! a 


Mrs. Barn. [handing newspaper: to Penna ] 
Read ° 

Mrs. Ben. What shall I read ? 

Ben. Words. 

Barn. What shall 17. 

Mrs. Barn. Anything—only don’t read _— 
you don’t understand. | 

Barn. No, love. 

Mrs. Ben. (reading. | “Conjugal happiness is—” 

Ben. Stuff 

Barn. [reading. “Domestic felicity is—” 

Mrs. Barn. Rubbish! don’t read that. 


‘Barn. I won't, love, ’cause I don’t know what it 


means. 

Mrs. Barn. Ugh! ignoramus! [Tasting tea.] 
It means married people living happily together, 
as we do; it means a contented couple; in short, 
it means—[holding cup] more sugar. 

Barn. La, does it? Then you has lots of do- 
mestic felicity, my duck. 

Mrs. Barn. Well, sir; and haven’t you ? 

Barn. Yes, dear; I’ve got some in my pocket 
now. [Pulling out sugar. 

Ben. B hataeg -} Mrs. Barnaby Bibbs, your noise 
is unendurable. Why don’t you take pattern by 
your sister here, my wife? See how gentle and 
obedient she is. 

Mrs. Barn. Prising.| Mr. Benjamin Bibbs, why 
don’t you take example by your brother here, my 
husband? See how mild and well-behaved he is. 
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—a poor dunghill,.crowed over by a she bantam. 
’m ashamed of,such a brother. : 

Mrs. Barn. And I’m ashamed of my sister, and 
more ashamed of you. She’s as gentle as a lamb, 
and you are as rough as a bear. You make your 

wife miserable. 

Ben. And your husband would be delighted to 


hang himself, only you watch him so closely. He 
can never have any agreeable amusement. 
Mrs. Barn. My husband’s a happy man. : 
Ben. And my wife’s a happy woman. Speak! 


(Roughly.] Aren't you happy? 
Mrs. Ben. (rises, sighing.| Very. [ Sits. 
Mrs. Barn. (angrily, BARNABY starts. ] Speak 

directly, sir. [BARNABY rises.] Vindicate the 

gentleness of my aspersed disposition. Speak, I 

say; aren’t you happy ? 

Barn. [dolefully.| Uncommon. [ Sits. 

Ben. {calling.| Snarley. 


$ 


Mrs. Burn. [calling.| Grumpy. 
Ben. What do you mean, ma’am ?. 
Mrs. Barn. What do you mean, sir ? 
Ben. I called my servant. 

. Mrs. Barn. So did I mine. 
Ben. Ugh! 
Mrs. 


you had but a woman-with a i a 
I were your wife. 
Barn. [aside.] Ah! I wish you were. 


' Ben. Sarah! [She rises.] I’m going out. I 
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tie it. 

Mrs. Barn. Barnaby! 
to change my ree; and you must come and hook 
and eye me. [Lxit L. 2 E. 

Barn. [ sorroufully. ] Mrs. Benjamin | ! 

Mrs. Ben. [ditto.] Mr. Barnaby! 

Barn. We're a couple of connubdial victims. . 


(Exit R. 2 E. 


Mrs. Barn. Barnaby ! 

en. aDUROWE: 4 sarah | 
Mrs. Ben. oming, dear. 
Barn. together. Coming, love. 


{Exeunt, hastily, Mrs. BENJAMIN, R. 2 E.; BAR- 
NABY, L. 2 E 


Enter SNARLEY, R. C., and GRUMPY, L. C. 


Snarl. [R. el They’ve finished their tea. 
Grump. [L. C.J I can see that. 
“Snarl. Clever! 

Grump.° Stupid ! 

Snarl. I shall clear away. [Taking things from 
BENJAMIN'S table, R. 

Grump. Who hinders you! [Taking things 
from BARNABY’s table, L.] I never saw a worse 
tempered individual than you are. 

Snarl. Yes, you did, this morning. 

Grump. Where ? 

Snarl. When you were shaving. , 

Grump. None of your reflections. 
' Snarl. I despise you. 

Grump. I hate you. 

Snarl. Man! 

Grump. Woman! 

Snarl. Kangaroo! 

Grump. Rhinoceros! [Exit SNARLEY, R. C., 
GRUMPY, L. C., with tea things. A crash of china | 
is immediately heard Jrom GRUMPY’S side, L. 4 E. 


Enter SNARLEY, running R. C. 
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Grumpy ? 
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Ben. Ugh! he’s domineered, beaten and bullied 


Snarl. emey what have you been doing, | KER runs on, L. 3 E., stops s 
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Enter GRUMPY, L. C., with his nose black. 


Grump. [L.] Smashing the tea things, Snarley. 
Snart. [R.] Ugh! clumsy | Pil tell Mrs. Bar- 
naby Bibbs. 
Grump. Do, and Il) tell Mr. Benjamin Bibbs 
who burnt the hole in his night-cap. 


Enter BENJAMIN, R. 2 E., and Mrs. BARNABY, 
L. 2k. 


Mrs. Barn. [.] What does all this noise mean ? 

Snarl. [R. c.] Grumpy’s been and broke your 
tea things, mum. 

Mrs. Barn. What? | 

Grumpy. [R. C.] "Twarn'’t my fault. The tabby 
cat ran between my legs and upset me—away flew 
the things, and down come I, with my nose in the 
coal-scuttle. 

Ben. Leave the room, both of you. 


Mrs. Barn. Order your own servant. | der saea 
a .] I choose Grumpy should remain. narley, | 
- Ben. Snarley, stay ! [ Crosses to c.] What 


right, madame, have you to direct my servant ? 
Mrs. Barn. Ugh! you are a—a— 
Ben. So are you! What induced my brother 


Barn. Ugh! my sister is too obedient. If}to marry. such a vixen I can’t conceive. 
Iwish| Mrs. Barn. Why wy sister married such ahedge-, | 
hog [can’t imagine—unless it was for your money. - 


Ben. Ah! you were both poor enough. 
Mrs. Barn. My sister and myself were Hich; sir. 


shall change my cravat, and you must come and| Ben. In what? 


Mrs. Barn. Innocence and beauty. 


[He rises.} Tm going| Ben. "T'was your only capital, and you laid it 


out to advantage. 

Mrs. Barn. We were highly respectable— 

Ben. Straw bonnet: builders. [Grumpy and 
SNARLEY laugh. BENJAMIN and Mrs. BARNA- 
BY turn fiercely round upon them, and they run 
off C. doors, R. and L. 

Mrs. Barn. [u.] You are degrading me before 
the servants, sir. 

Ben. [R.] You degrade yourself before every- 
body, Mrs. Barnaby. Mr. Summers left this house 
to my. brother and me; we sold the business be- 
cause we were rich enough to do without it:.I 
wished to live here, and offered to purchase Bar- 
naby’s share of this house. 

Mrs. Barn. So did I wish to live here, and 
offered to purchase your-share in this ‘house ; 3 you 
wouldn’t sell it. 

Ben.. You wouldn’t .let Barnaby dispose of it. 


‘You insisted on living here. 


Mrs. Barn. You obstinately. refused to ‘reside 
anywhere else, and so we are all forced to inhabit 
the same house. 

Ben. I took an uncommon fancy to this as @ 
sitting-room. . 

Mrs. Barn. And I particularly desired it for the 
same purpose; in short, you, have crossed my 
wishes in every way. 

Ben. You have opposed me in everything. 
were too cross-grained-to give way. 

Mrs. Barn. You were too obstinate to yield, so 
two couple are crammed into the same room. 

Ben. And what is the result? . 

Mrs. Barn. And what is the consequence ? 

Ben. Ugh! you tartar! 

Mrs. Barn. Ugh! you savage! 


You 


[PETER PaArR- 


uddenly. 
Peter. They here—the devil ! 
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pretty ! 


sir. 
Peter. [u.] In what way, madame? 


when last here, never again to enter the door of 
this house without our ‘permission ¢ 


and I have kept it. 
. nah Barn. How can that be, sir, when you are 
ere 

Peter. Simp*y—because I came in at the window. 

Mrs. Barn. The window! 

Ben. How? 

Peter. By means of a ladder, which the brick- 
layer left against the wall, purposely, as it should 
seem, for my accommodation. 

Ben. Well, sir, you shall never have Selina 
Summers, I am determined, and on this point Mrs. 
Barnaby agrees with me. 

Mrs. Barn. Exactly; and that is about the only 
‘point on which we do agree. 

Peter. Why should you object? Iam highly 
respectable—a lawyer— 

Ben. ‘That’s my objection. 

Peter. Which ? 

Ben. You're a lawyer—a wife would be wretched 
with you—and I don’t like to see a woman un- 
happy. 

Peter. Why should a lawyer's wife be unhappy? 

Ben. Why, lawyers bring disagreements into 
the families of strangers—what must they do to 
their own? Go, sir, you are nonsuited; if you 
make strangers miserable, Lord help your intimate 
friends—particularly your wives. 

Peter. Ridiculous! I am a lawyer, in good 
practice, and— 

Ben. So much the worse; the more practice 
you have the more mischief you. do. [ Retires up. 

Peter. Your objection to me, madame ? 

Mrs. Barn. 1 don’t like you—I am afraid you 
would tyrapnize over the poor girl—and I have 
an example constantly before me of the misery 
caused by a brutal husband. 

Peter. pee if I: were to promise: to. become 
as great a noodle as your unfortunate little man— 
| Mrs, Barn. A what—a noodle? ([Calling.] 
| Barnaby ! oh, here he is. 


| Enter BARNABY, L. 2 E., crosses to L. C. 


Barnaby, you are a noodle. 
Barn. Law—am I? 
Mrs. Barn. You have been insulted. 
Barn. Law—have I ? 
Mrs. Barn. That gentleman said you were a 


noodle. 
Well, I don’t mind it. 


< ’ s 


Barn. Law—did he? 
Mrs. Barn. Not mind being called a noodle ? 
Barn. No, I’m used to it—you often call ine so, 
you know. 
Mrs. Barn. Order him to quit the house. 
arn. Perhaps he won’t go. 


—— 


kick him out. 
Barn. Law—p’raps he won’t let me. 
vengeance. [Retires up. 


me—but Pi look fierce and terrify him. 
| gering, L. c.] Sir. 
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Barn. Oh, dear! he’s a good deal bigger than! poor wife: 
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"Ben. IR. C., seeing him.] Halloa! halloa! very| Peter. [L., sternly.] Well, sir. 


Barn. [receding Hem ! [Mildly.] Sir—Mr. 


Mrs. Barn. [L. C.] You have broken your word, | Parker, sir, if you please, sir, you must get out. 


_ Peter. Suppose I don’t choose to go? 
Barn. Then, sir, don’t be angry, sir, but my 


Ben. Why, zounds,’ sir! did you‘ not promise, | wiférsays.I must kick you. 


‘Peter. What ? 
Barn. Do, if you please, sir, let me. e kick you a 


Peter. You certainly did extort such a promise, | little, or I shall catch it. 


Peter. Ha, ha! I feel for your situation, but 
can’t oblige you in that particular. 

Barn. Oh, dear! then, perhaps, youl have the 
kindness to consider yourself kicked. 

Peter. Ha, ha! to oblige you, certainly. [To 
BENJAMIN and Mrs. BARNABY.] I take my 
leave for the present, but rely on it, Selina Sum- 
mers shall yet be mine. [Eat L. C. 

Ben. (c.] Impudent puppy! 

Mrs. Barn. [comes down c.] Why, he’s gone! 

Barn. [u.] Yes, my dear. I told him I wanted 
to kick him, but he was in such a hurry he 
couldn’t wait; but he says, to oblige me, he'll con- 
sider himself ‘kicked. 

Mrs. Barn. Poltroon! Ill be revenged on you 

—lPl— [s eizes BARNABY behind by the collar of 
his coat ; he works himself out of it, and darts off, 
L. 2 E., leaving the coat in MRs. BARNABY’S hand. 
BENJAMIN laughs. MRs. a 7s about fo 
throw the coat at him. 


Enter SELINA, L. 3 E. MRS. BARNABY, confused, 
endeavors to conceal the coat. 


Ben. ‘[R.] So, miss, in spite of your injunctions 
to the contrary, you still persist in encouraging 
that fellow. . 


Selina. [crosses to C.] He is worthy of my love, | 
nor can I see by what right or justice you: ‘thwart | 


our wishes. 

Ben. Remember your father’s will ; marry with- 
out the consent of my brother and myself, and not 
a farthing shall you touch. 

Selina. I was from home when my poor father 
died, heard .not the will read, have ever been. re- 
fused by you a sight of it, and do not feel at all 
assured of the authority which you say it gives 
you to oppose my happiness. 

Ben. Then marry the lawyer, and try the cause. 
Ah! I see you do not feel sufficiently assured to 
run the risk of becoming a beggar 

Selina. For myself 1 shoul not care; but my 
affection for Mr. Parker will not allow me to haz- 
ard that fortune which he himself would gladly 


resign to possess the hand of her whose heart js 


already unalterably his. 
_ Ben: [R.] You shall never have him. I have a 
match in my eye for you. 

Mrs. Barn. [u.] So have I. 

Ben. You must marry Jones, the soap-boiler. 

Mrs. Barn. I object to him; he’s too old. She 
must marry Figgins, the draper. 

Ben. I can’t allow that; he’s too young. I’m 
determined. 

Mrs. Barn. I'm positive ! 


Mrs. Barn. Then assert your manhood, and} Ben. Perverse woman! 


Mrs. Barn. Obstinate man!. 
Selina. Why, sir, seex to make me wretched ? 


Mrs. Barn. Do as I oe you, sir, or dread my | My poor father was generous to you. Rest satis- 


fied, sir, with the misery you have caused your 
And cannot you, madame, be con- 


[ Swag- | tented with the power you have ie over 


your poor weak husband, and not— 
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Ben. [vociferating.] Silence! 

Mrs. Barn. Hold your tongue. Go to your room. 

Ben. And you shall be double-locked in it, see 
no one, and be fed with a quill through me key- 
hole. [Calling.] Snarley! 

Mrs. Barn. (calling.| Grumpy ! ! 

Selina. [crosses to L.] I may yet find a way to 
elude your tyranny. [Hxtt L. 2 E. 


Enter SNARLEY, Rk. C.; GRUMPY, L. C., down R. 
and L. C. 


Ben. [x.] Snarley, lock Miss Summers in her 
room. 

Mrs. Barn. [uL.] Grumpy, keep watch ; ; if she 
escapes, woe betide you. 

Ben. My wife must have been eondoling with 
the girl. Sarah, where are you? Zounds! I—I’ll 
blow her to atoms. [Hat R. 2 E. 

Mrs. Barn. My husband must have been con- 
soling her, and speaking ill of me. Barnaby, 
come s here, sir, and I—Pll—oh! Tl tear him to 
pieces. Exit L. 2 E. 

Grump. [L.] Snarley, your master’s a nice man. 

Snarl. [x.] So is your missus. 

.Grump. Your master ought to be hanged. 

Snarl. Your mistress ought to be smothered ; 
her behavior to Miss Selina is dreadful. 

Grump. Your master’s treatment of her is dia- 
bolical. 

Snarl. I shan’t lock her up. | 

Grump. And I shan’t stand a century over her. 
I pities her. I can’t help it. My heart is as soft 
as hot bread—* 

Snarl. And your face is hard as cold iron. 

Barn. [looking cautiously on, L.2 E.) I want 
my coat. Ah, Snarley! 

Grump. What, sir, has missus begun again 4 

Barn. Oh, no; no occasion, for she’s never left off. 

‘Snarl. So, take my advice—remember, you're 
a lord of the creation. [Exit L. Cc. 

Grump. Excuse me, sir—be a man—flare up. 

[Bavit L. C. 

Barn. [putting on coat.] Flare up! Ican’t. I’ve 

no more strength than a rushligh 


‘Enter Mrs. BENJAMIN, R. 2 E. 


Mrs. Ben. [R.] Oh, Mr. Barnaby— 

Barn. [u.} Oh, Mrs. Benjamin ! 

Mrs. Ben. I pity you. 

Barn. Thankee—same to you. [Aside.} Pll get 
her to ask her sister not to come it so very strong 
over me. 

Mrs. Ben. Mr. Barnaby, ’m an unhappy woman. 

Barn. And Ym an ill-used little wretch. 

Mrs. Ben. I should consider it a great favor— 

Barn. I should feel so much obliged— 

Mrs. Ben. If you would entreat your brother— 

Barn. If you would beg your sister— 

Mrs. Ben. Not to be so rough, and— 

Barn. To draw italittle mild. | 

Mrs. Ben. I am a stranger to conjugal. happi- 
ness. 

Barn. And I want more sugar. 

Mrs. Ben. More what ? 

Barn. Domestic felicity, you know. 

Mrs. Ben. Oh! now if you will speak to your 
brother. 

Barn. Yowll speak to your sister 

Mrs. Ben. I will, immediately 

Barn. So will I, directly 

Mrs. Ben. Thank you, Mr. Barnaby 


on 
Tl say you are an angel, ani To 
piness. The very idea is overpowering’ [Taking 


FAMILY 


Barn. Much obliged, Mrs. Benjamin. Ah, I 
made a shocking mistake; it’s you I ought to have 
married. 

Mrs. Ben. Despite _ treatment, I still love my 
Benjamin. 

Barn. Do you, though ? And though she uses 
me so uncommon queer, I idolize Mrs. Barnaby to 
an alarming extent. 

Mrs. Ben. (wiping her eyes—affected: |] Win him 
to kindness, and then will I kneel and bless you. 


Barn. Get her to be a little tender; and Pu | 


kneel, too, like this—[ fallin vis knees| and 


you my hap- 


out his handkerchief and wiping his eyes. 
Mrs. Ben. Rise, Mr. Barnaby. [ Whimpering. 


Barn. (crying. i I can’t—my heart’s boiling over | 


at my eyes; the tears fall like a cataract, and I 
roar like a young Niagara. [Buries his face in his 
handkerchief and blubbers. 
to | weeps and covers her face with her handkerchief. 


Enter BENJAMIN, R. 2 E., and gazes in astonish- 
ment; he taps MRS. BENJAMIN on the shoulder; 
she looks up, utters a suppressed scream, and 
runs off in alarm, R.2E.; BENJAMIN takes her 
place before BARNABY. 


Barn. [L. c.] My feelings are soothed, the pros- 
pect is agreeable, [removing his handkerchief ‘Jrom 
his face] and I can now look up with delight. 

Raises his eyes and sees BENJAMIN.] Oh, lord, 
ere’s a mess; don’t tell Mrs. Barnaby. [ Rising. 

Ben. [R. c.]. What the devil were you about, 
kneeling to my wife ? 

Barn. Hush! Not so loud! ! Mrs. Benjamin 
has promised to ask Mrs. Barnaby to have a little 
mercy on me. I kneeled to thank her; my sus- 
ceptibilities were too much for me—and— 

Ben. Pshaw ! and I suppose you have promised 
my wife to intercede, and— 

Barn. The very identica]l—and really, brother — 

Ben. Hold your be ree manage my wife 
as I think proper; and if you weren’t a ninny— 

Barn. Goit! Nowl’ma ninny; just now I was 
a noodle. 

Ben. Hold your tongue ! 
ninny— 

- Barn. You said that before, you know. . 

Ben. Youd manage your wife, and not—ugh ! 
I’m ashamed of you! ' 

Barn. Well, I blush for myself; but it’s no use. 
P’ve the form of a man— 

Ben. And the heart of a mouse. 

Barn. Bless you, a mouse is a hero to me. The 
other day one of those little creatures had the 
daring—the noble courage, I may say—to sit on 
the mantel-piece, and look Mrs. Barnaby full in 
the face: actually sat on the mantel-piece and 
stared at her!. And do you think I could do such 
athing? Not a morsel of it. 

Ben. What a fool you must be to remain a 
slave, when by asserting vour authority for. five 
minutes you might become lord and master for- 


And if you weren’t a 


Barn. Right! I’m roused; I'll doit. My soul’s 
in arms! 

Ben. Now is your time. 

Barn. No, not now; I can’t do it if ’m sober 
Pll sneak out the back way, go to the nearest 
tavern, get drunk, and then come home and 
flare up 


Mrs. BENJAMIN | 
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Mrs. Ben. I have just come to them, as you 
shall find. I have too long endured your over- 
bearing conduct; the more I have submitted, the 


. 


A QUIET 


i a = 


FAMILY. 


ee 


Ben. Bah! you're a nincompoop. [zit nr. 2. | ; Operas, routs—I'll go out when I please, and come 


Barn. A what? Opprobrious epithet ! My mis- 
ery is now complete! 
ignominious stage. First I was a noodle, next I 
became a ninny, and now—oh, horror !—I’m a nin- | 
compoop!: I can’t stand it—In go and get drunk | 
directly—yet why should I? I feel I have suffi- 
cient sober courage—insult has made me brave. 
[ Buttoning his coat up.| 1'm afraid of nothing and 
nobody. Ill go to my wife this moment, and Pll 
say boldly— 

Mrs. Barn. [withgut, L.2&., calling.) Barnaby ! 

Barn. Oh, lord! (Runs off in alarm, L. C. 


Enter Mrs. BARNABY, L. 2 E. 
Mrs. Barn. Barnaby! where is that— 


Enter Mrs. BENJAMIN, R. 2 E. 


Have you seen Barnaby ? 

Mrs. Ben. To tell you the truth, I entreated 
Mr. Barnaby to use bis influence with my husband 
to procure me kinder treatment, and I have no 
doubt he is now— 

Mrs. Barn. And how dare he? You, in return, 
I suppose, have promised to interest yourself with 
me for— 

Mrs. Ben. Exactly! 


ought to behave more kindly to so good a little | 


man. 
Mrs. Barn. No impertinence. 


Woman’s only quiet wife. 


j}home when I think proper; and if you dare so 


I’ve arrived at the last|much as hint an objection, I'll quit your house 
| and sue for a separate maintenance. 


Crosses to L. 
Ben. She’s mad, I know she is. adame, I’ll 
trounce you. 

' Mrs. Ben. No you won’t—every dog will have 
his day, and you’ve had yours—you’ve stretched 
your authority too far, and the link has broken, 
my chains are off, and I’m a free woman. 

[ Crosses to R. 

Ben. I say, Sarah! 


‘Mrs. Ben. ’And'I say, Benjamin, behave your- | 


self for the future as you hope for mercy; you re- 
jected my claim for equal rights, and now I'll be 
absolute monarch. Recollect, I have a brother 
in Calcutta six feet high; dare to rebel, and I'll 
send for him home, and he shall horsewhip you 
within an inch of your life. [Bounces off, Rk. 2 E. 
Enter Mrs. BARNABY, L. 2 E., chuckling with 
delight. 

Ben, She’s mad, she must be mad—something 
has turned her brain—something has disagreed 
with her.. 

Mrs. Barn. [coming forward, L.] It’s you; ha, 


And really, sister, you/ ha, ha! 


“Ben. You are at the bottom of this— 
Mrs. Barn. 1 know it—I’ve spoiled her for a 
She'll soon have you under as perfect 


chance for happiness with a husband is to rule} control as I exercise over Barnaby. 


him. Man is a restive animal, and, like a restive 
steed, should be kept tight in hand. 
Mrs. Ben. Reasoning with you, I see, is useless. 
Mrs. Barn. Quite! Don’t attempt to tame me, 


Ben. Will she ?—we shall see. 
you essence of brimstone— . 

Mrs. Barn. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ben. You doubie-distilled cream of tartar— 


but assert your own dignity, and your husband Mrs. Barn. Ha, ha, ha! Go on, sir; my sister 
will cease to tyrannize; just show him once that will revenge me. 


you have a spirit above yielding to his humor or 
caprice, and you may ever after govern him as I 
do Barnaby. 

Mrs. Ben. Lhave no wish to Tule so absolutely ; 


Mrs. Ben. (within, k.] Benjamin ! 

Mrs. Barn. There’s your wife calling you; you 
had better run, or— 

Ben. Does she dare? She shall rue— (Mrs. 


but I find submission to my tyrant only renders BARNABY laughs.) And you—and—and—Pm, 


him more despotic. 
Mrs. Barn. The way with all tyrants, 


—hore comes yours; at him, my dear—you will| waisteoat—ugh! 
never again find so good an opportunity; be brave, | and crocodiles ! 


going mad; but I—and she—and—and you—and 


my love|you—and I—and she—ugh! Bring me a straight 


I'1l—oh—devils—hoofs, horns 
[ Rushes out, R. 2 E. 


and the | day’s your own; falter, and you tie lost.' Enter GRUMPY, L. C., and SNARLEY, R. C.; meet 


[Exit L 
Mrs. Ben. Yes, a little firmness may. render my 
future life more happy; ’tis a stake worth playing 
for, and I will venture boldly ; failing, I cannot 
be more wretched. He’s here—oh, how my heart 
beats ! 
Enter BENJAMIN, R. 2 E. 


Ben. So, madame, you are here. 

Mrs. Ben. [L., with assumed boldness.) Well, 
sir, and what then ? 

Ben. Re astonished.| Am I awake f 

Mrs. Ben. If not, I'll arouse you. — 

Ben. [grufiy.] Sarah 

Mrs. Ben. [in the same tone. ] Benjamin ! 

Ben. Are you in your senses ? 


” 


more you tyrannized—till you have created a revo- 
lution that sha’ shake you from your throne. 
[Crosses to R. 
Ben. I’m so astounded T can’t speak. Sarah, i- 
Mrs. Ben. Benjamin, be quiet; I'll no Jon 


be the stay-at-home I have been. I'll go to ba - 


a a a a 
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atc. D., and wrangle. + 


Mrs. Barn. Ha, fia, ha! I’m afraid my sister 
will not long retain her newly-acquired. power. 
Oh, if she had my spirit—where is that; fellow, 
Barnaby ? Barnaby, I say! [Ewvit L.2 5. SNAR- 
LEY and GRUMPY come forward, R. and L. C. 

Snarl. Tm more of a upper servant than you— 
and I’ll preserve my authority. 

Grump. You are woman—a weak wessel—and 
you deserves to be smashed. 

Mrs. Ben. (without, r. 2 £., calling.] Snarley ! 

Mrs. Barn. (without, L. 2 E. » calling. Grumpy ! 

Snarl. You are called !. 

Grump. So are you! 

Snarl. If I was your wife, I'd let you oe 

[Eait, talking, R. 

Grump. If I was your husband, you botite of 


warjuice— [Eywit, talking, 1. 
Ben. geet R. 2 E.] Be quiet, Sarah! 
Mrs. Ben. [without, R.2 E.] Hold your tongue, 
Benjamin ! 


Mrs. Barn. (without, t. ee rare Barnaby! 
Barn. [eoithout, L. ot] t's the row? here’s 
Barnaby. 


But as for you, 
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- seem to 
. and my vision’s multiplied. Yes, sir, thanks to 
' you and the champagne, I can see four tables 
_here, when I know there are only two. 


- Never mind! 
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A QUIET 


Enter BARNABY, L.C., very drunk, his hat crushed 
and muddy, dress disordered. 


He, he! [Chuckling.) Salubriously swipey, 


_ Where’s my friend ? 


Enter PARKER, L. C. 


Oh, here you are—you are a man—so am I! [-— 
I-shall never forget your sympathy for an unfor- 


. tunate and degraded individual—and my wife 


wanted me to kick you, but I wouldn't do it. You 
are the right sort of cheese. 

Peter. [t.] You flatter me. . 

Barn. [r.] Youre another! you made me drink 


. three bottles of champagne in two minutes and a 
_ half. Luckily I ran against you as I was going 


out—you’ve made a hero of me, I was—but I won't 
expose myself by revealing what I was-—I know 
what I am. 

Peter. A man. 

Barn. Yes ; a true-born English Briton. I feel 
as big again as I was—my figure’s enlarged—l! 
ilate as I speak—my mind’s enlarged, 


I can see 
two of you; and if I had a looking-glass I should 
er ee impossible—there can’t be two 
of me. 
Parker. But, my dear friend, you promised— 
Barn. I know it, and Pll do it. You shall have 


_ Selina Summers, fortune and all, my boy. 


Parker. How ? 7 | 
Barn. Easy enough! the champagne will do it. 
Leave it to me. Bring her here, and if I don’t— 
Eait PARKER, L.3 E.] Ha, ha! tol the ridd rol! 
ive me your hand—TI like you, and I adore your 
champagne—give me your hand! Eh? he's gone! 
Tol de rol! he’s a man. 
Enter SNARLEY, R. C. | 


Ah, Snarley—how do, Snarley? Give me your 
hand. I like you; you're a man. 
Snarl. A what ¢? 
by say to see you in this state ? 
Barn. Blow Mrs. Barnaby! I’m my own mas- 
ter—yow’re only a slave. Come and kiss me. 
- Snarl. What—this can’t be you! - 
Barn. No, it’s the champagne. 
of her.|] Kiss me, or I'll stop it cut.az your wages. 
Snarl. [struggling.| Help! help! murder! 
Barn. V1 soon stop your mouth. 
[Kisses her furiously. 


screams with astonishment. SNARLEY runs off, 
R. C., BARNABY throws his hat after her, then 
sticks his hands in his pockets, and boldly con- 
Jronts Mrs. BARNABY. 


Mrs. Barn. [u.] Do you see me ?” 


one’s a dose. , . 
Mrs. Barn. I caught you kissing the maid. 


Barn. Exactly; but you don’t catch me kissing | 


you. 
Mrs. Barn. And what a state you're in. . 
Barn. It’s a beautiful state. 


you vile, contemptible— 
Barn. It’s no use raving at nie with a voice like 
a superannuated hurdy-gurdy. 
Mrs. Barn. |screaming.| A! 
courage to— 


too. | trod on’ the poor worm too long, and now he’s 


Oh, sir, what will Mrs. Barna- suffer for this! 


| Grumpy, seize your master ; he’s mad. 


Taking hold| danger in my very roar. 


| back. 
Enter Mrs. BARNABY, L. 2 E., suddenly, and|banns. Keep her, Parker 


pounds in her own right. 


the will, but was afraid to say so; but now, thanks 
to the champagne, I’m as bold as a four-and- 
Barn. [u.] I see two of you, and by the lord | twenty pounder. 


else, and got up the will story to frighten you 
away; but—ha, ha! 1’ve smashed their machip- 
ery. Benjamin, who’s a pinny now ? 
looks like a noodle? And damme !—all of you— 
Mrs. Barn. Dreadful tipsy ; but Pl) punish you, | what do you think of nincompoop? [Struts about. 


if he had not blabbed I should have told you, for : 
my wife and I have entered into a new treaty, and 
Have you really | henceforth we intend to live happily together. 


ee ee ee? 


FAMILY. 


Barn. Yes; real champagne courage—lots of it 
bottled up, and now I'll take the cork out. You've 


wriggled himself out of your clutches. This is the 
moment of retribution. To-day I’ve a grand feast 
—champagne and vengeance. _ [Strets about. 

Mrs. Barn. I—I—Y’m mesmerized. 

Burn. None of that humbug; you have too long 
destroyed our domestic felicity, but now Ill have 
it—I say, ma’am, Ill have it.° 

- Mrs. Barn. Have what? 

Barn. More sugar!. Champagne has opened 
my eyes to my own merits. Aren’tI rich? You 
know Iam! Aren’t I handsome? -Look at me. 

Mrs. Barn. You hideous monster!  —_ 

Barn. (bawling.| More sugar. To-morrow eyen- 
ing I’m off on the grand tour. I shall go to France 
and learn the polka; I shall go to Brixton and in- 
spect the treadmill. 

Mrs. Barn. Oh, I wish you were on it now. 

Barn. Isk31l #9 to Jerusalem, madame, and I'll 
send you to Jer cho, — 

Mrs. Barn, Go where you will, Ill follow; you 
shan’t escape me while you remain on earth. . 

Barn.. Then Vl hire a balloon—go up on a don- 
key, and look down on you with contempt. 

Mrs. Barn. Can this be possible ? 

Barn. I knew I should astonish you. 

Mrs. Barn. I thought you so broken in. 

Barn. But you see I’m breaking out. 

Mrs. Barn. Hold your tongue, sir. 

Barn. Not a bit of it. I’m flaring up, and you 
shan’t extinguish me. [ll illuminate the whole 
parish. 

Enter BENJAMIN and Mrs. BENJAMIN, arm in 
arm, R. 2 E. 

Ah, Benjamin, my boy, I’ve done it. Look at her; 

see how she stands trembling before me; my in- 

dignant eloquente has smothered her. 

Mrs. Barn. Then I’m indebted to you, Mr. Ben- 
jamin. [BENJAMIN laughs.| Oh, you shall both 


ae ee ee  - 


Enter GRUMPY, L. C., and SNARLEY, R. C.. 


Barn. Stand back. I’m a raging lion; there’s 
Enter PARKER and SELINA, L. 2 E. 
Ben. Stop ’em. 
Barn. [setzing and brandishing a chair.| Keep 
They shall be married. I publish the 
; she’s got ten thousand | 


Mrs. Barn. You villain ! 
Barn. Your father left you free, Selina. I saw 


[ Struts. 


Peter. What motive— | 


‘ 


Barn. They wanted Selina to marry somebody 


Wife, who 
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Ben. He has spoken truly ; take her, Parker— | 


tee ee ee 


Barn. Why, Mrs. Benjamin, have you been 
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—~ | ON 
_ $| drinking champagne? Mrs. Barnaby, we must en-| Ben. A house that’s divided, as sure as a gun, 
- $| terinto a new treaty; come, promise to be duti- They say, cannot stand— 
ful, or I’m off to Jerusalem—on a pony. Mrs. Barn. But I hope ours will run. 
Mrs. Ben. Consent, dear sister. Selina. [to PARKER.] Ask our friends ‘to be 
Mrs. Barn. Well, Barnaby, I yield. [Aside.] | kind. 
For the present, but if I don’t trounce you for this| Peter. Indeed, love, I can’t 
to-morrow, ’m no woman. 7 Snarl. Then Grumpy will do it. 
Barn. Hurrah, she yields. (Astde.}]. I'm glad! Grump. Indeed, but I shan't. 
I've brought matters to a crisis. The champagne | Mrs. Barn., Speak, Benjamin, speak !—either 
is beginning to evaporate. — _, you or your wife. . Ze ze 
Snarl. [R. C.] And don’t be so snarley,Grumpy.} Ben. Address them, my love. 
Grumpy. [R.] And don’t you be so grumpy,| Mrs. Ben. ['m too nervous, my life. 


Snarley. | Barn. They'll none of ’em speak. I see it quite 
Ben. Let’s seal a general reconciliation. plain, 7 | a 
All. Agreed. : They haver’t, like me, had a dose of champagne ; 
Peter |L. corner, extending his arms.] Selina!| A lesson for those with a wife of my sample, 
Selina. [L. C., extending her arms.) Peter! — |Let’em flare up—imitate my example. 

' Snarl. [extending her arms.) Grumpy ! Drink lots of champagne and so end the strife, 

| Grump. [extending his arms.]| Snariey ! But it wouldn’t be prudent to larrup your wife. 


Mrs. Ben. [R.C., extending her arms.] Benjamin !|Tlove Mrs. B., but I will have my own way, 
Ben. [R. of SELINA, extending his arms.) Sarah!| We'll both love, we'll both -konor—but she must 
Mrs. Barn. [R. of BENJAMIN, extending her obey. 
arms.) Barnaby ! With your smiles to cheer us we'll get on. quite 
Barn. [c., extending his arms.| Jemima! [The cannily, 
couples embrace simultaneously. BARNABY kisses| And p’rhaps prove at last a real Quiet Family. 
his wife after the embrace.) That’s what I call 
more sugar. | THE END. 
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“BY Domestic Drama, in Two Acts. 
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CHARACTERS. 
Bowery, N. Y., 1853. 
Mr. Sto 


CAST OF 


Charles Fenton. ...ccsseeccccccccccce secseves tone. 
Farner Acorn .cceccsccrcccsscvccccvcceseccene * Glenn. 
George ACOMN ..sceccccccccecccccscccesccecces ‘“ R. Johnson. 
Mr. Timothy Toodles.. eccseeeeeeee “ Charles Burke. 
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Farmer Fenton... 7 Byrne. 
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Second Farmer .ceccccccedsccccscsccvcccnccens “ Armand 
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spa bees ebwkG be dee ae oN eee ne eiewseeineee's odie ‘** Calladine. 
Mary Acorn.sscccsevsccccccscccecsteccscscens Miss Herring. 
Mrs. Y fabitha To0dles .acecccceeseccsscccscsoes Mrs. Yeomans. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.—Rustic view; cottage R. 


Enter male and Female VILLAGERS. Music. 


Cuorvs: Brightly, brightly dawns the day, 
A fair and cheerful warning, 
That joy will all our toils repay, 
Throughout this cheerful morning. 
At the end of which the VILLAGERS go off and 
Mary enters from cottage, R 
Mary. Oh, how beautiful is this morning ; ; the 
birds are singing merrily, the flowers budding 
forth, and everything looks propitious on the day 
that I’m to be united to my dear Charles. 


Enter CHARLES, L. U. E. 


Cha. Oh, my dear Mary, I hove down, as I 

could make sail. Bless your dear toplights! and 

so this is the little frigate I am to take command of. 

Mary. Ym not a frigate, and I don’t want to be 
pulled about here, there, and everywhere. 

ha. Come, don’t pout those pretty lips, don’t 

let the slightest cloud darken our matrimonial 
hemisphere. But here comes your father. 


Enter FARMER ACORN from the cottage, R 


Far. Ah, Charles, my dear boy. Come, Mary, 
bustle about, and get all in readiness; the vil- 
lagers will be here soon, to accompany you to 
church. Then, hey for matrimony, and, I trust, 
for perfect happiness. 

Cha. There’s no fear of that, farmer, with such 
a tight little craft as Mary, and sucha pilot as you 
to direct our course. 

Far. Alas! be not too sanguine, my good lad, 
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_|this very day, since I led her mother to the altar. 
|in giving birth to this, my only child, she was 
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lest in the hour of trial you feel more keenly your 
disappointment. The sad reality of bitter experi- 
ence too fully justifies the advice I give you. 

Cha. Experience! 

Far. ‘Yes, experience. Tis now twenty. years, 
A twelvemonth had scarcely glided away, when, 


torn from tne and consigned forever to an early 
grave. Since then my dear Mary has been the 
only solace of my affections. Oh, how often and 
how fondly have I gazed upon those features and 
listened with delight to that voice whose tones 
have brought back the memory of her I could 
igs he wish to have forgotten. 
ary. Ol, bless .you, bless you, my dearest 
father’ 

Far. My ever-duteous child, in giving you to 


this young man, I seem to sever the last link that 


binds me to this world. Charles, to thy keeping 
I commit the dearest treasure of my heart. Oh, 
guard her with the tenderest care, comfort her in 
the hour of trouble, and when this careworn body 
shall have resigned its claim to mortality, be thou to 
her what her father has been, and I shall die cone 
tented. [Music. MARY and CHARLES kneel, and 
the FARMER blesses them, after which the ViL- 
LAGERS, male and female, enter from R. and L., 
and congratulate the affianced lovers; after which 
a dance. 


' Enter FARMER FENTON, L. 1 E. 


Fen. Tam sorry to be the bearer of unpleasant 
news, but I fear the contents of this letter will 
somewhat darken your merry faces. 

Cha. Why, what’s in the wind now, farmer? 
No ill storm brewing, I hope ? 

Fen. Old Nipcheese, the purser, brought it, and 


said you were to go on board immediately by some ! 


particular order, but that you would not be de- 
tained many hours. 
Cha. This is too bad; after fighting the briny 
billows for three years, and landing in the haven 
of joy, to be driven out to sea again. 
Far. Tis bard indeed, Charles; but a sailor’s 
first duty is obedience to the commands of his su- 
perior, and as to the marriage, ’tis but deferring ib 
one day longer. What says my child? 
[Mary crosses the stage to CHARLES. 
Mary. Go, my dear Charles, and the joy of your 
return will compensate the pain of any delay. 
Cha. Bless your dear pipe. We'll heave. Sy 
father. Farewell, Mary—one kiss at parting, an 
then farewell. [ Music, at first lively and then 
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Act I, Scene 2.] 


THE TO 


"bold. CHABLES and old FENTON go offL. FARMER 
' ACORN and MARY go into the cottage, R. Music! 
pemenges 
Enter GEORGE ACORN, R. U. E. 


Geo. Yes, this is the spot—these fields—yon ver- 
. dant hills—the gentle stream that runs below the 
| rustic arch, and yondcr straw-thatched cottagc, 
| beneath whose homely roof my boyish days werc 
passed—all, all recall the bitterest recolicctions, 
, and awaken those feelinss of revenge \hich I 
once thought thc softenins “hand of tims had some- 
i what dulled. Yonder, too, is the little shrubbory 
| where, after the labor of the day, I have so often 
' waited my Mary’s return. Oh, had shc been mine, 
how different had been my lot in life—and so she 
might have been but for him, my brother. How 
: well do I remember his oily words.when last we. 
parted. ‘‘ George,” said he, ‘‘ thou seest thc lass 
gives me the preference, but let it: not breed dis- 
union between us: wc may still be happy—still 
love each other.” Villain.! hypocrite! rob me of). 


| 
en 


of happiness! No—when I swore by the blue heav- |” 
ens above us from that moment we were stran- 
| gers, worse—enemies. Sixteen years have now 
gone by since that oath passed. my lips, and the 
. maddening recollections. of being betrayed—his 
deceptive arts revive with doubled force the hate, 
the lasting, bitter hate, which was then planted 
in my heart. Yes, for sixteen years I have been 
_ @ wanderer in foreign climes, and what has borne 
' ne up, through every ill, is burning hate. Now 
' then to seek him. (Music. Exit seONGe L.15. 


int ay 


- SCENE 1. —Landecape— Village in the distance. 


Mrs. TooDLEs. [speaks outside.) But, my dear 
; Toodles ! 


Enter from'L. 2 E., MR. TOODLES, MRS. ‘TOODLES 
following him. 


‘Toodles. Oh, don't dear’ Toodles me—you'll ‘drive 
me mad—your conduct is scandalous in the ex- 
treme. 

Mrs. T. My dear Toodles, don’t say so. 

Toodles. But I will say so, Mrs. Toodles. What 
will become of us, with your passion of going to 
auctions, and buying everything you see, because 
it’s cheap. I say, Mrs. ‘Toodles, where’s the money? 
and.echo answers, where ? 

Mrs. T. Ym sure, my dear Toodles, I lay it out 
- to the best advantage. 

Toodles. You shall not squander and avaste my 
means. 

Mrs. T. My dear, [ buy nothing’ but: what is 
useful. 

Toodles. Useful—useless you mean. I won't 
have my ‘house turned into an hospital for invalid 
furniture. At the end of the week I ask where’s 
the money—all gone too—spent in d——-d non- 
sense. 

Mrs. T. My love, although they are of ‘no use 
to you at present, we may want them, and how 
useful it will be to have them in the house. 
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Toodles. What is it? a 

Mrs. T. A pair of crutches. 

Toodles. A pair of crutches! What use are they 
to me, Mrs. T.? 

Mrs. T. No, not at present; but you might meet 
with an accident, and then how handy it will be 
to have them in the house. 

Toodles. Oh, here’s a woman goes to an auction 
and buys a pair of crutches in anticipation that 
her husband will break his legs. But.look what 
you did the other day, when this railroad was 
finished out here, why, curse me if you did not 
Luy forty-three wheelbarrows—some: with wheels 
and some: wi.hout wheels; and then again, before 
this new system of police was introduced, we had 
watchmen and watch- boxes—now our police have 
stars on their breasts, and the corporation. abol-: 
ished watch-boxes. They were all put u ‘at anc- 


|tion, and I'll be hanged if you, didn’t, biiy ninety- 
i three watch-boxes. 


Mrs. T. Now, my dear ‘Toodles, how. unreason- 
‘able you are; you don’t. know but they will be 

wanted, and ‘then how handy it will be to have 
them in the house. 

Toodles. That's your “old excuse. “We. have 
wheelbarrows in the yard, watch-boxes in the 
cellar, wheelbarrows and ‘watch- boxes all over 
the house. The pigs eat out of the: wheelbarrows, 
and the cows sleep in the watch-boxes. 

Mrs. T. Now, my dear: Toodles, don’t that 
prove their utility ? 

Toodles. When I ‘came home the other night I 
tumbled into something and broke my. shins. I 
called Jane to bring a light. I found myself ina 
‘|watch-box. What was your last purchase? The 


)other day I saw a cart before the door, and two 


men beget 2 into the house—a door-plate. 
s. T. My dear Toodles— 

Toodles. And the name of Thompson upon it. 
Thompson with a P.. Mrs. Toodles, if I were not 
innately a sober man, you would drive me to an 
extreme case of drinking. Well, what was your 
reason for buying the door-plate qu Toodles, my 
dear,” says you, ‘‘ we may have a daughter, and 
that daughter may be a female—and live to the 
age of maturity—and she may marry a man of the 
name of Thompson—with a P—then, how oy 
it will be to have it in the house.” 

Mrs. T. And won't it, dear ? 

Toodles. You had it stuck over the mantel-. 
piece, and when I come down to: breakfast or 
home to dinner, there’s that odious name of 
Thompson looking me in the face. If I hada 
daughter, and caught a man of the name of 
Thompson making love to her, I’d break his head 
with that door-plate. 

Mrs. T. But, my dear Toodles— 

Toodles. Yes, Mrs. T., I say religiously, morally, 
sincerely and emphatically, d———n Thompson ! 


_ Enter GEORGE ACORN, L. 1 E: 


Geo. I beg your pardon, but, as I am a stranger 
in these grounds, perhaps you "could inform me if 
one Farmer Acorn lives in these parts ? 
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Toodles. Why, Mrs. T., the house is full already! oodles. Why—yes—there is a Farmer age 
| of damaged chairs, and. dilapidated tables, sofas lives here—one—no more. 
with one leg, washstands with two legs, chairs| Geo. Yes, young Frank. 
with three legs, ahd some without aleg to stand| Toodles. Not so very young, either. "He has a 
mpon. daughter grown up—quite a young woman. 
| Purs. T. Pm sure you can’t find fault with the} Geo. True, true—I had forgotten the lapse of 
last bargain I bought. _ |time. He hada brother, had he-not? = _ 
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Mrs. T. Yes, who was— | 

Toodles. Allow me, Mrs. Toodles, to inform the 
gentleman. He had a brother. 

Mrs. T. Well—say on. ; 

Toodles. Don’t interrupt me, Mrs. T. He had 
a brother. . 

Mrs. T. You said that before. 

Toodles. Now, Mrs. T., I say it behind—he had 
a brother. 

Mrs. T. Well, get on. 

Toodles. Will you be quiet; Mrs. Toodles? T’ll 
say no more. You never let me do anything 
properly. 

_ Mrs. T. Properly, indeed! Here we have been 
married these tliree years, and you haven’t done 
anything properly yet. 

' oodles. Thank ye, ma’am. Will you allow me, 
Mrs. Toodles, to give this individual the required 
information? [Crosses toR.] He had a brother 
—he went to sea—and then we didn’t hear of him 
—then we did—then we didn’t—then again we 
did. He turned pirate and was hanged at the 
foreyard arm of one of the king’s ships, who took 
him. Yes—sir—hanged. 

Geo. Hanged! and the old man? 

Toodles. Oh, the father, when he heard of his 
son’s mishap—poor old man—he went broken- 
hearted to his grave. 

Geo. Indeed—my old father died of a broken 
heart, and I the cause! Oh; horror! but no, it 
was not I, it was the traitor, Frank, who drove 
me from my home, and destroyed us both. 

Toodles. That man must be a married man— 
he’s got a Mrs. Toodles at home—his upper story 
is a little out of repair, I imagine. 

Geo. The old man died, and his property—— 

Toodles. Why—he did leave everything to the 
absent and favorite son, George, in case, by some 
accident,he might come to life again, as Frank has 
enough of his own, but has lately been unfortu- 
nate, and lives in the old man’s house, which he 
has occupied since just before his death. 

-Geo. Ah, he took possession of it, did he, and I 
suppose he lives as happy and as comfortable in 
it as if it was his own! 


Toodles. Why, it is his own. The brother|are to be more closely connected by the union of 


George is dead, and can’t return, and of course 
don’t want to live in it. 

Geo. But his brother may return and drive the 
spoiler forth. 7 

Toodles. What, return again, in persons pro- 
pria? Oh, come, you are trying to frighten us 
with ghosts and spirits, as if we were children ; 
but it won’t do. You are not afraid of spirits, are 
you, Mrs. T ? 

Mrs. T. My dear Toodles, you know I am not. 

Toodles. I thought so, when I saw you empty 
that black bottle this morning. 

Mrs. T. Oh, you brute ! 

Toodles. Besides, we are going to a wedding 
here—plenty of dancing—drinking—what Mrs. 
Toodles likes. 

Geo. A wedding, said you? 
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_ (Act TI, Scene 3. 


love with you. 

Toodles. I can’t help loving the girls, Mrs. 
Toodles. You must not think I’m a man of no 
taste because I married you. 

Mrs. T. Oh, you unfeeling wretch ! 

Toodles. Don’t say so, Mrs. Toodles. I’m going 
to have a grand auction, just to please you. I'll 
sell off the watch-boxes, crutches, and all the rest 
of the live stock. ; . 

Mrs. T. Now thatis kind, Toodles dear. You'll It 
let me conduct the whole affair, won’t you, my pet! 

t 


+ 

+ 

\ 

for you fancy every girl that looks at you is in : 
+ 


Toodles. You shall, my angel, and the first ar- | 
ticle you shall knock down shall be— 

Mrs. T. What, my sweet ? 

Toodles. Mrs. Toodles! — 

Mrs. T..Mr. Toodles, you wouldn’t lose me for 
the world! . , 

_ Toodles. Wouldn’t 1?—try me. I'll knock you 

down to Thompson with a P._ 

Mrs. T. Perhaps he may buy me. 

Tondles. Will he? Let him only make a bid and 
he shall have the door-plate into the bargain. 

[Exit with Mrs. TOODLES, R. 1 £. 

Geo. Pirate—hanged! So, so,’tis plain it was but 
a plot to rob me of my rights, and he, my brother, 
the cause of all. The poor old man, too, to die 
broken-hearted. Oh;-blistered be the tongue that 3 
spoke such falsehood in his dying ear; but I'll be |; 
revenged. Yes, fate, in giving him the object of | 
my soul, which he so basely snatched from me, i$ 
has made him loathsome to my soul, and what I 
loathe and hate shall I not destroy ? If an adder f 
stings me, or a rat crawls noisome on my path, | 
shall I not crush them? Yes—revenge! revenge! 

[Eavit, L. 1B. 
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SCENE III.—.A church-yard; a wall with a gate 
an the centre; old FARMER ACORN’S tombstone 
on R.; MARY ACORN’S tomb discovered on L. 


Enter FARMER ACORN and FARMER FENTON 


Far. We are secure from observation. As we 


our children, I will here relate to you what J have 
so often promised, the short and sad story df my 
domestic woes. 

Fen. I shall listen with anxiety and attention. 

-Far. I have before told you of my brother 
George—lfis'ignominious captivity and death...My 
father, bfoken-hearted, breathed his last a short 
time before my wife was snatched from me; my 
cattle died, my crops failed, and, from a respect- 
able farmer, I became almost reduced to beggary. 
I stand, as'it were, alone in the world, a Diasted 
tree upon a barren heath. 


Enter GEORGE ACORN at cenire groove. 


Fen. But your father’s property ? 
Far. Knowing I was well provided for 


Mrs. T. {crosses to c.] Yes, a wedding. Young} brother George, should he ever return—for he 
Charles Fenton is to be married to Frank Acorn’s! fondly imagined he still lived—but as nothing has ‘ 


only daughter, Mary. 


‘orcurred to contradict the report of his death, 


| 
Toodles. Yes, Mary’s a very pretty girl, and |just before you came to the village I took posses- | 
Charles a devilish handsome fellow. Itis said we|sion of the farm, which I intend to give to my | 


are very much alike ! 
[ Walks ostentatiously across the stage. 


daughter as a wedding present. Nor in this shall | 
I do wrong to any one—as my brother is forever 


( 
_ Mrs. T. You, indeed! You think so, no doubt, | lost to us. The grave cannot give up its victim. | 
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Aot ITI, Scene 1.] 


GEORGE. ACORN comes down in C. ry 


Geo. Yes, villain, but it can! Behold the man 
you have so basely wronged.. 

‘ Far.: Can it be? yes, ’tis he indeed. My 
brother! welcome, welcome! 

Geo. Off! off ! touch: me not! touch me not ! 

Far. What means this violence? Hear me, 
George. As heaven is my witness, never have I 
injured you in word or deed. 

Geo. Not injured me! ’Tis false. Thou hast 
stood between me and happiness. But now a feel- 
ing of sunshine breaks in from my blackened for- 
tunes, and vengeance, smiling on my hopes, leaves 
me to triumph. Hence! quit the farm. [ am mas- 
ter now ! Go, hide your head in some work-house, 
starve, rot in prison—die on a dunghill, I care 
not. . | 

Far. George, you are deceived. 

Geo. I know it, and by thee! —. , 

Far. Often in my prayers have I-and Mary— 

Geo. Mary! name her not, I say, lest in the 
madness of my passion and revenge I strike thee 
to my feet. ; 

Far. Speak not thus; George. She, the inno- 
cent cause of all, lies beneath your feet. 

Geo. Icare not. There follow her! My hate 
shall follow you to the grave! 

Far. Hold, George! Think where you stand— 
upon sacred ground—before yon edifice. To the 
grave, said you? that should bury every error, 
cover every defect, extinguish every resentment. 
Whocan look down upon the grave of an enemy and 
not feel a pang that he should have warred with 
the poor handful of dust that lies mouldering away 
beneath him. Behold, too, the grave of our 
father, who, in his dying: hour— 

Geo. Aye, I know, he loaded me with curses, 
and all through thee. [Crosses the stage to L. 
Far. [R. c.] No—no—no! 

Geo. at! did he not curse me, then ? 
Far. No, George, no. His last words implored 
a blessing on your head z, 38 ; 
Geo. What! on my head! The old man—did 
he—a _ blessing—bless—bless all. Ha! ha! ha! 
eats ACORN falls on the grave of his father; 
ARMER ACORN and FARMER FENTON looking on 
as the curtain falls. 


ACT II. 


ScENE I.—Plain Chamber. The curtain rises to 
slow music. MARY ACORN discovered seated 
on R. Of a table. FARMER ACORN on L. 

Mary. Grieve not, wy dear father—all will yet 
be well. | 

Ae Not for myself I grieve, but for thee, dear 
child. | 

Mary. Do not despond—my uncle may relent. 
Far. Alas, my child, you know him. not—for 
one cause he presses me still, with bitterest hate. 
Even now he may arrive and drive us hence. 

_ Mary. He would not, could not be so cruel. 
My tears should pierce his heart, and turn it 
towards thee. 

Far. Thy tears would avail but little—trust 
rather to that Providence who, in the hour of need, 
never deserts the innocent and unfortunate: But 
we must devise something for our subsistence, 
Mary—for, alas! we are quite destitute. ~§ | 


29 


Mary. Oh, say not so, my father—I will see my 
uncle, kneel at his feet, implore him to relent. If 
all should fail to move his stubborn heart, your 
Mary will never desert you—I will still be with 
you,: will pray for you, work for you. [Music. 
Mary kneels to her father, who blesses her, and 
conducts her off the stage, R.1E. | 

Far. A few short years will complete my 


Enter GEORGE ACORN, L. 1 E. 


Geo. What, still here ? , 

Far. I but come, George, to take a last fare- 
well of that place in which I have passed so 
many happy hours. This was the old man’s favor- 
ite apartment. How often would he sit at that 
window, with Mary by his side, gently breathing 
forth her name, and fondly hoping for your return, 
while the tears flowed down his furrowed cheeks. 
In yonder chamber he breathed his last. Oh, 
George, George, as we last night stood by the old 
man’s grave, I there hoped that we had buried all 
resentment. 

Geo. Lawyer, do your duty ! 


Enter LAWYER GLIB, L. 1 E. 


L. Glib. Really, dear me, farmer, this is a most 
unpleasant business. I speak as a professional 
man. a produces a paper and reads as follows: ] 
Your father writes thus: ‘I hereby, etc., be- 
queath and devise the farm, known as Acorn 
Farm, with all the live stock thereon, implements, 
etc., etc., etc., to my son George.” Ahem. 

Far. Don’t trouble yourself, sir, ’m perfectly 
satisfied as to the justice of my brother’s claim. 

L. Glib. Excuse me, I must 'do my duty as a 
professional man. The balance against you in 
the rental of the same, charging twenty pounds 
per annum, which, you must allow me to say, is 
very low, amounts to two hundred pounds, seven- 
teen shillings and sixpence. Ahem! 

Geo: ‘Due to me! * 

; L. Glib. Which you are not prepared to account 
or. : 

Far. The demand is so sudden, so unexpected. 

L. Glib. Not prepared to liquidate—bad. Then 
the law must take its course. Excuse me, I speak 
as a professional man. Ahem! 

Geo. Frank Acorn, it is now close upon sixteen 
years since we parted. I need not remind you of 
what has passed between us in that time. I’ve 
borne an eternity of suffering, and while you rev- 
eled in luxury, sorrow, penury and slavery have 
been my bitter lot. Who plunged me into this ? 

Far. What wild delusion is this ? 

Geo. Who plunged me into this? It was your- 
self, and now comes the just, though tardy pun- 
ishment. You owe me money. Pay it—to the 
last farthing, or to-morrow’s sun shall light upon 
you in a jail. | | 
‘ Far. Cruel and inexorable man. — 

L. Glib. Very sorry, but—ahem! — 


learthly pilgrimage. But for thee, my child, a 
Far. Spare your pity, sir. I am prepared to 
meet the worst. 


boundless sea of trouble lies before thee, and thy 
fragile bark is too weak to weather the storm. 

E. Glib. Really—excuse me—I act merely as & 
professional man. Ahem! a 2 


Far. Enough, sir; perform your duty and con- 
duct me to prison. — 
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: | Enter Mary ACORN, R. - 

Mary. My father, my father to a prison! No 
no! it cannot be. | | 

Geo. It is—is it a dream, or do I indeed behold 
‘my lost Mary? No, no; I seeit all. She is my 
Mary’s child, the very image of herself. Come to 
my arms ; for her sake I will love and cherish you. 
She shrinks from me as from ®& serpent, and ’tis 
' you—you have reared her to hate and fear me. 

Mary. No, no, dear uncle, he has taught me to 
love you, to pray for you. 

Geo. And dost thou, sweet image of her I once 
doated on, wilt thou love your uncle ? 

Mary. Oh, yes; believe me, I love. you, unéle. 
I will study to please you, to anticipate every half- 
formed wish. Come, father, come, uncle, let me 
join your hands. 

- Geo. Mary—Mary! 

Mary. Come, father—dear uncle, here—here. 

[ She takes a hand of each in hers. 

Geo. [starting away.] No, no! I cannot take 
his hand. ’Twas he alone brought me to this 
misery. But for him I might have been blessed 
with a child as lovely as thou art, a happy home, 
and a devoted wife; instead of which I am now a 
ee outcast on the earth, childless and for- 

orn. 

Mary. No, not childless while your Mary lives. 
Oh, let me entreat you to be reconciled. 

Geo. Reconciled? Ha! ha! ha! Never. 

Far. Supplicate no more, my dear child. For 
thy dead mother’s sake he will not leave her child 
destitute. 

Geo. Aye, for her sake I will love and cherish 
thee. Come, then, and be a child to thy wretched 
uncle, and leave your father to his fate. 

Mary. Forsake my father! Never! No, I would 
sooner beg, starve, perish! Forsake the father of 
my being ! 

Geo. Then cling to him—beg, starve, perish, if 
you will. Lawyer, do your duty. 

[Zxit GEORGE ACORN, L. 1 E. 

Mary. My poor father, must you go to prison ? 
[Zo the LAWYER.] Oh, sir, save my poor fgther, I 
implore you. 

£. Glib. Sorry, very sorry; but the law must 
take its course. I must do my duty as a profes- 
sional man. Hem! 

Far. Despond not, my child. With thee asa 
companion, and this inward monitor to tell me I 
have done my duty and no wrong, I shall receive 
some comfort even from the damp of a prison more 
than luxury can afford even in a palace to tyranny 
and guilt. [Slow music. Haxeunt MARY, Far- 
MER ACORN and LAWYER GLIB, L. 
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ScENE II.—A Landscape; Cottage, with a sign, 
‘“ Black Hen,” L.3E. Two FARMERS discovered 
at a table, drinking. 

Second Far. So, then, you tell me good Farmer 


Acorn is to be turned out of bis farm. 
Third Far. Aye, though he has lived there many 


”| thrashing. ; 


pipe.} Vill go home to Mrs. Toodles, to my own 


° 


a 


[ Act IL’ Séene 2. 


pose we go and reason with this George Acorn, 
and.if that won’t do we'll give him adevilish good | 


finish our | 


t 


a ae 


— 


Third Far. Aye, just so—but let us 
ale first. Ah! here comes Farmer Fenton and 
neighbor Toodles. Now let us keep quiet and we 
shall hear something. | 


1 


Enter FARMER FENTON and TOODLZS, L. 1 E. 
. TOODLES very much intoxicated. - | 


F.. Fen. When my son first courted this girl it 
was thought an excellent match. Whatcan I do? 
Toodles. Your duty; and your duty is to support 
a falling man. [Falls into FENTON’S arms. 

F. Fen. But things have taken a very different | 
turn. ; 
Toodles. A very different turn, have they ? 

He turns round. 
EF. Fen. Yes, Mr. Toodles, things have taken a 
very great turn, and the girl is now left destitute. 

Toodles. Des—des—ti—destitute. Act like an 
honest man. Do you know what an honest man is? ; 

F.. Fen. Certainly. 

Toodles. I deny it—you don’t know what an 
honest man is! : 
F. Fen. Certainly I do—an honest man is— 
Toodles. No such thing. 

F’. Fen. I say an honest man is— 

Toodles. I differ with you. 

F’. Fen. Allow me to say an honest man is— 
Toodles. No such thing. You don’t know what 
an honest man is—and you’ve known me for a 
long time. 

F’. Fen. Neighbor Toodles, you are getting im- 
pertinent, and I shall leave you. I say imperti- 
nent, impertinent, sir. ([Evit FARMER FENTON, L. 

Toodles. {looking after him.) That man reminds 
me of a man I once knew—not that man—but 
another man. [Arranges his gloves, and com- 
mences drawing them on.) This man I once knew 
—not that man—he called his creditors together 
—says he—not that man, says he—it’s against my 
interest—to pay so much principal—no—no— it’s 
against my principles to pay so much interest— 
this man—that man—holloa—this glove’s got no 
thumb—this man I once knew—not that man 
that— [Looks at his gloves, first at one, then at 
the other.| Nothumbs, no fingers. Mrs. Toodles 
bought these parts at auction. This man— [ Turns 
and sees the FARMERS at the table.] How are you, 
my boys? 

Second Far. [rising from the table.] Come along. 
I'll be 
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Farmer Acorn always acted like a man. 
hanged if he shan’t be treated like one. 
[The two FARMERS go off L. 1 E. 
Toodles. Landlord, bring me a light. I told you 
to bring me one candle, not two candles. No—it’s | 
not two candles—it’s a sort of a double-barreled 
candle. [He tries to light his pipe, and puts out 
the candle in the attempt.| I think I won’t smoke. } 
dear Tabitha. I wonder if she has been to auc- | 
tion to day. [Drops his glove—looks in his hat for | 


[He gets up from the table and puts down his 


years, his father left the property to George, think- 
ing Frank was well provided for, and as George had | 
never been heard of, many years ago Frank took 
possession of the farm. Now George, who was 
thought to be dead, has returned, and is going to 
turn Frank out of doors. e 
Second Far. This must be prevented. I pro- 


it—shakes his handkerchief—secs the glove on the | 
floor—tries to pick it up; in so doing his hat falls; 
in endeavoring to pick up which, he staggers and 
Salls—gets up with difficulty and staggers off, L. U.E. 


(NotTz.—The whole business of this scene is perfectly “ ad lidi- 
tum," and depends upon the actor who represents the part of 
TOODLEs. } | \. 
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F Act IT, Scene 5.} — 


SCENE [JI.—Landscape. Lively music. 
Enter CHARLES FENTON, R 


Cha. So, having reported myself and made all| 
right, here Iam on my return to my dear Mary. 
It was somewhat hard, just as I had neared the 
haven of delight, to have orders to put back to 
sea again. But, no matter, I know Mary is anx- 
iously expecting me. I shall soon call her mine, 
and Lord. bless her pretty face—I wouldn’t change 
her for a queen. [Notse heard without. ] Ha! 
what do I see? ruffians attacking a traveler, and 
he with a blue jacket on? Ill bear down to the 
spot, and show the cowardly rascals that one to 
one is fair play. [zit CHARLES FENTON, R 


ScENE IV. __Hurried music. Landscape. A Cot-| where can she be? Neither Mary nor the farmer 
A | are at home. 


tage, R. U. E. A railing crossing the stage. 
bank on L. U. E. 


Enter CHARLES FENTON, driving the SECOND and 
THIRD FARMERS across the stage from L. to|. 
R., then returns from R. 


Cha. Cowardly land-lubbers—two upon one. 


Vl never stand by and see it—and now then to 
tow safe into port and harborage the craft I’ve 
‘saved. 
the stage L., and returns, assisting GEORGE ACORN 

whom he places on the bank, L. U. E.] Steady your 
helm, all right; bring yourself to an anchor. 


There you are. They’ ve damaged your upper rig- | put 
for 


ging, and stove in your bulkhead—now then 
assistance. I'll tow you into port, never fear. 

Geo. Thanks, my brave fellow. 

Cha. Why, as I live, here’s the farmer’s cottage. 
 pecaoas at the door.) No answer. Halloa, Farmer 

corn—Farmer Acorn! [it into the cottage. 

Enter TOODLEs, at the back of the. stage. 
Toodles. (singing. | 
‘* Happy and glorious, long to reign over us,’’ etc. 

[He endeavors to get over the railing, and having 
done so, stumbles and falls over GEORGE ACORN’S 
Jeet. | i ea that ? I thought it was a stone. 

Geo. F 

Toodles. So you are, Toodles. You were very 
wrong for musing in bad company. 


Enter-CHARLES FENTON from the cottage. 


Cha. Neither the farmer nor Mary in the house. 
Where can they be? Where’s Mary? 

Toodles. What Mary? Mary quite contrary ? 
She’s gone to take tea with Mrs. T. 

Cha. And the farmer ? 

Toodles. He was to have taken tea with Mrs. T., 
but he’s taking tea quite comfortable in jail. 

Cha. In jail! are you drunk or mad ? 

Toodles. [turning towards CHARLES.] Can you 
look me in the face and ask me that question? 
What a strange co—co—incidence—that’s what— 
just what—just what I asked—are you in—in—e 
—briated, or are you ’toxicated “Mrs. Toodles, 
you are a— 

i [crossing to GEORGE Acory. ] Oh, stupid 

fool 

Toodles. So she is. How well he knows her. 

Cha. Come, then, my hearty. [Assists GEORGE 
forward.| Why, can it be my old shipmate, 
George Haywood ? 


Toodles. What! do you know that gentleman ¢! 


Cha. To be sure I do. 
the good ship Inflexible. 


We sailed aid in 


THE TOODLES. 


| Toodles. The what, whatable ? 


3k 


Cha. The Inflexible! 

Toodles. Hurrah for the Flexible ! 

Cha. Why, what wind blows you here ? 

Toodles. An ill-wind blows nobody good. 

Geo. You are deceived—my name is Acorn. 

Cha. What, the farmer's long-lost brother? I 
thought you had long ago settled all your differ- 


es. 
Toodles. ‘Yes, all settled, and I've got the re-. 
ceipts in my pocket. 
Geo. We have, we have! 
Cha. Your name’s Acorn—then you are my 
dear Mary’s uncle? . | 
Geo. Your Mary? | 
Cha. Yes; she’s about to become my wife. But 


~ 


Geo. "Tis no longer his—’tis mine! 

Cha. Yours ? | 

. Geo. Mine! I came and found another revel- 
ing in my birthright, and I turned the spoiler forth. 

Cha. Look ye-—you are the first who ever taught 
me to point a jacket or reef a top-sail, but if you 
do aught to injure my Mary, d——n me if I don’t 
pour such a broadside into your buttock-shrouds 


[Slow music. CHARLES FENTON goes Of'| that shall disable you for the rest of your life! 


[Exit CHARLES FENTON, R. 1 E. 
Toodles. Look ye, you are the first who ever 
taught me to point a basket or thread a needle, 
if you do aught to injure Mrs. Toodles, dn 
me if I don’t pour such a broadside into your but- 
tock shrouds as shall disable you for the rest of 

your life. [Evit, TOODLES, R. 1 
Geo. What means this pain which shoots across 
my heart? Is it not the sting of self-reproach ? 
Does it not tell me I have used my power with .a 
rod of iron, and made the innocent suffer for the 
guilty? but there is time to repent. Yes, my 
brave preserver shall be happy with the girl of his 
heart. They shall not be torn asunder. For my 
brother—away !—he merits not that name; and 
shall I then forgive him who made me an outcast 

and wanderer on the earth? Never! never! 
[Hxit GEORGE ACORN, R. 1 E. 


SCENE V.—A Chamber with centre doors. 


Enter MARY ACORN and CHARLES FENTON, L. 
Mary. Will not my uncle relent? 


Cha. He seems full of bitterness; but do you 
plead to him—teach him humanity. 


Enter TOODLEsS, L 
Toodles. Humanity—ah !—humanity. That man 
does not know what humanity means. He turned 
the farmer out of the house, and eat his victuals 
afterwards. 
Mrs. Toodles. [speaks outside, L.] You can’t 


come in here! 
Toodles. Eh! That’s Mrs. Toodles’ voice. You 


may take your oath of it. 


| Enter GEORGE FENTON, L. 
Geo. Away !—I seek not you. Away, woman! 


Enter Mrs. TOODLES, L 
Mrs. T. You shan’t come in here. [To ToopLEs. ] 
And you, you brute, to stand quietly by and hear 
your wife abused—and called woman ! 
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Toodles. What—ain’t you & woman?’ Oh! then| 
what are you—a man? 

[Retires up with MRs. TOODLES. 

Cha. What, are you here after the ruin you have 
caused, to insult the victims of your persecutions ? 

Geo. I came not to insult, but to offer your in- 
tended wife a dowry and a friend. 

Cha. Do you hear, Mary? 

Geo. Reflection has restored me to myself, and 
the innocent must not suffer for the guilty. Half 
my little fortune shall be yours, Mary—use it as 
thou wilt, so you will not bate, but pray for, your 
heart-broken uncle. 

Mary. Thank—thanks. But pray restore my 
father to liberty, and I will worship you. 

Geo. Well, he is free! 

Mary. He will bless you for. that word. 

Geo. But I cannot—zill not see him. 


cm ee + re en ee 
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Mary. There is but one day—the thought is a 
sudden one. Yes, yes, I will try it—it shall be so. 
[Hait Mary at the c. 
Mrs. T. There, you see, it takes a woman to 
soften a man. 
Toodles. Yes, you’ve made me very soft! . 
Cha. It does, indeed—woman, the salhee of. 


man’s life, his companion in riches and poverty, 
his comforter i in sickness, the partner of his joys 
or woes. 

Toodles. Them’s the sentiments—they are my 

sentiments. Oh, woman!—lovely woman—you 
- are a trump! That's not exactly the word, but 
the sentiment’s the same. 

Mrs. T. Ah, Toodles, I like to hear you talk in 
| that ay: my dear. Why don’t you behave better 
to me 

Toodles. I will, my dear; you’ve been a good 
wife to me, Tabitha. : I went to the auction, too, 
to-day. I’ve got a present for you—I bought it— 
quite a bargain. 

Mrs. T. What is it—eh, dear ? 

Toodles. As soon as I saw it, I said to myself, it 
will be just the fit for my dear Tabitha ! 
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OODLES. ' [Act II, Som 5, 
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Mrs. T. Don’t plague me.- What is it—eh, dear? '* 

Toodles. I think I can see you. looking 80 Tioe 
and comfortable in it! 

Mrs. T. Well, why don’t you tell me what it ist | 

Toodles. Just your fit. A nice brass plate on it, 
and varnished all over. 

Mrs. T. Yes, yes; and it is— 

Toodles. A coffin, my love! : 

Mrs. T. Oh, you brute! 

Toodles. We don’t want it just now, but we 
don’t know what may happen, and then how 
handy it will be to have it in the house! 

Mrs. T. Oh, you wretch, you'll be the death of | 
me! 

Toodles. Will I? It’s lucky I bought the coffin. 

Lees up the stage with Mrs. TOODLES. ' 
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Enter Mary ACORN and FARMER ACORN, from ¢. 
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Mary. Uncle, here’s my father! ! 

Geo. No—no—Mary, it is impossible. For your 
sake and that of my brave preserver, your father 
is free ; but don’t ask me to see him. 

Mary. Her6 is the picture of your own Mary— 
she who was once so dear to you. - [Produces min- 
iature.] Let her intercede with me for forgiveness 
of the past—she who was dearest to your heart. 


She gives him the picture. 
Geo. Mary! Ma 


Ty 
Mary. Father! uncle! [Zakes a hand of each 
and places them in each other. GEORGE ACORN 
deeply affected. | 
Geo. Frank ! 
Far. Say brother ! 
Geo. Brother! 
Srory. Charo Phey 
’ Mary. Charles! embrace. 
Mrs. T. Toodles! , 
Toodles. Tabitha! [Mr. and Mrs. TOooDLes 
embrace, and the curtain descends. . 


_——— 
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[They embrace.. 
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THE END. . 
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“That which pleases long, and pleases ases many, must possess some merit.” —DR. JOHNSON, 
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AOT I. 


ScENE I.—A Tavern. On one side, Sin THOMAS 
CLIFFORD at @ table, with wine before him; on 
the other, MASTER WILFonp, GAYLOVE, HOoLp- 
WELL and SIMPSON, likewise taking wine. 


Wilf. Your wine, sirs, your wine; you do not 
justice to mine host of the Three Tuns, nor credit 
to yourselves. I swear the beverage is good! 
is as palatable poison as you will purchase within 
a mile round Ludgate! Drink, gentlemen; make 
free. You knowlamamanof expectations, and 
hold my money as light as the purse in which I 
carry it. 

Gay. We drink, Master Wilford; not a man of 
us has been chased as yet. 


Wilf. But you fill not fairly, sirs! Look at my 


Soe 3 teed acceding (abt of Glae according t& to Act ¢ of Congress in tha year 1879, b veers & CORNET in the Office 
of the Librarian of Congress, at Wash , 


NO. 47. 


ington, D. C. 


| prospect of advancement which has so unexpect- 


edly opened to you. 

Wif. Unexpectedly, indeed! But yesterday 
arrived the news that the earl’s only son and heir 
had died; and to-day has the ear] himself been 
seized with a mortal illness. His dissolution is 
looked for hourly; and 1, his cousin in only the 
third degree, known to him but to be unnoticed 
by him—a decayed gentleman’s son—glad of the 
title and revenues of a scrivener’s clerk—am the 
undoubted successor to his estates and coronet. 

Gay. Have you been sent for? 

Wilf. No; but I have certified to his agent, 
Master Walter, the Hunchback, my existence and 
peculiar propinquity, and momentarily expect 
him here. 

‘‘ Gay. Lives there any one that may dispute 
“ your claim—I mean vexatiously t © 

“ Wilf. Not a man, Master Gaylove. Iam ithe 
“ sole remaining branch of the family tree.” 

Gay. Doubtless you look for much happiness 
from this change of fortunc ? ; 

Wilf A world! Three things have I an espe- 
cial passion for: the finest hound, the finest horse 
-|and the finest wife in the ‘kingdom, Master Gaylove. 

Gay. The finest wife! 

Wilf, Yes, sir; I: marry. Once the earldom 
comes into my line, I shall take measures to per- 
petuate its remaining there. I marry, sir! Ido 
not say that I shall love. My heart has changed 
mistresses too often to settle down in one servi- 
tude now, sir. But fill, I pray you, friends. This, 


if I mistake not, is the day whence I shall date | 


my new fortunes ; ; ‘and, for that reason, hither 
‘‘have I invited you, that having been so long my 
‘¢ boon companions, you should be the first to con- 


It | ‘* gratulate me.” 


Enter WAITER, L 
Wait. You are wanted, Mosier Wilford. 
Wilf. By whom ? 
Wait. One Master Walter. 
Wilf. His lordship’s agent! News, sirs! Show 
him in. [Rises. Exit WAITER, L. 
My heart's a prophet, sirs. The earl is dead ! 
Enter MASTER WALTER, L 


measure! Wherefore a large glass, if not for a| Well, Master Walter, how accost you me? 


large draught? Fill, I pray you, else let us drink 

out of thimbles. This wi l never do for the friends 

of the nearest of kin to the wealthiest peer in 
Britain. 

__ Gay. We give you joy, Master Wilford, of the 

~ Nore. —The length of this play neccssaril 


ments on the stago—the passuges thus omitt 
with inverted commas. 


requires curtail- 
are those inserted 


All come forward, R. 
Walt. As your impatience shows m6 you would | 
- have m 

My lord, the Earl of Rochdale! 
Gay. Give you joy ! “ 
Hold. All happiness, my lord ! 
Simp. Long life and health unto your lordship ! ! 
‘“ Gay. Come! 
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“We'll drink to his lordship’s health! 
o'clock ; 
“ bee on carouse till midnight! Health, my 
ord .!”’ 
Hold. My lord, much joy to you! Huzza! - 


[All go to the table, fill and drink. 

— & Simp. Buzza ! 

Walt. Give something to the dead ! 

Gay. Give what? 

Walt. Respect! 
He has made the living! First to him that’s gone 
Say ‘‘ Peace ”—and then with decency to revels. 
Gay. What means the knave by revels ? 

[Advances towards WALTER. 

Walt. Knave! 
Gay. Aye, knave ! 
Walt. Goto. Thou art flushed with wine. 
Gay. Thou sayest false ! 
Tho’ didst thou need a proof thou speakest true, 
I’d give thee one. Thou seest but one lord here, 
And I see two! 
Walt. Reflect’st thou. on my shape? 
Thou art a villain ! 


Gay. Ha! | 
Walt. A coward, too! [Walks from him, L 
Draw! Draws his sword. 


Gay. Only mark him, how he struts about! 

| How laughs his straight sword at his noble back. 

Walt. Does it? It cuffs thee for a liar, then! 
[Strikes him with his sword. 

Gay. A blow !. 


Walt. Another, lest you doubt the first! 
Gay. His blood on his own head! I’m for you, 
sir! [Dravws. 
Clif. Hold, sir! This quarrel’s mine! 
boone Jorward, R. of WALTER, and elie 
"Walt. No man shall fight for me, sir! 
Clif. By your leave— 
Your patience, pray! My lord—for so I learn 
Behooves me to accost you—for your own sake 
Draw off your friend! 
Walt. Not till we have a bout, sir! 
““ Olif. My lord, your happy fortune fll you greet— 
‘“‘ Tll greet it those who love you—greeting thus 
“The herald of it! 
‘¢ Walt. Sir, what’s that to you? 
‘¢ Let go my sleeve! 
“ Clif. My lord, if blood be shed 
‘On the fair dawn of your prosperity, 
‘‘ Look not to see the brightness of its day— 
“oPwill be o’ercast throughout !” 
Gay. My lord, I’m struck! 
Clif. You gave the first blow, and the hardest one! 
Look, sir: if swords you needs must measure, I’m 
Your mate, not he. 
Walt. I’m mate for any man. 
“Clif. Draw off your friend, my lord, for your 
own sake !” 
Wilf. Come, Gaylove, let us have another room. 
Gay. With all my heart, since ’tis your lord- 
ship's will. 
Wilf. That’s right! Put up! Come, friends! 
Exeunt Wi.rorp and FRIENDS, Rk. 
Walt. V'll follow him! 
Why do you hold me? ’Tis not courteous of you! 


“¢Think’st thou I fear them? Fear! I rate them but 


‘¢ As dust! dross! offals! Let me at them! Nay, 

‘Call you this kind? then kindness know IJ not ;” 

Nor do I thank you fort! Let go, I say! 

Clif. Nay, Master Walter, they’re not worth 
your wrath. 


—— ee SS. + 


THE HUNCHBACK. 


Tis two 


. The fashion more of ape’s than man’s? Aha! 


{Act I, Scene 1. 


ee ne = 


Walt. How eae you me for Master Walter ? By 
My hunchback, eh? “ my stilts of legs and arms, 


‘“So you have heard them, too—their savage gibes, | 
‘< As I pass on—‘ There goes my lord” Aha!” 
God made me, sir, as well as them and you. 
death: i I demand of you, unhand me, sir! 

[Disengages himself. 

Clif. There, sir, you’re free to follow them! Go 

forth, 

And Pl go, too: so on your willfulness 

Shall fall whate’er of evil may ensue. 

Is’t fit to waste your choler on a burr f 

‘‘ The nothings of the town? whose sport it is 

‘“To break their villain jests on worthy men, 

‘‘ The graver, still the fitter! Fie, for shamie !” 

Regard what such would say? So would not I, 

No more than heed a cur. 

Walt. You're right, sir; right, 

For twenty crowns! So there’s my rapier up! 

You've done me a good turn against my will : 

Which, like a wayward child, whose pet is off, 

That made him restive under wholesome check, 

I now right humbly own, and thank you for. 

Clif. No thanks, good Master Walter, owe you me! 

I’m glad to know you, Sir. 

Walt. I pray you, now, 

How did you learn my name? Guessed I not right ' 

Was't not my comely hunch that taught it you?» 
Clif. 1 own it. 

Walt. Right, I know it; you tell truth. 

I like you for’t. 

Clif. But when I heard it said — 

That Master Walter was a worthy man, 

Whose word would pass on’change soon ashis bond, 

A liberal man—for schemes of public good 

That sets down tens where others units write ; 

A charitable man—the good he does, 

That’s told of, not the half—I never more - 

Could see the hunch on Master Walter’s back. 
Walt. You would not oe a per citizen ? 
Clif. Indeed, I flatter not ! 

Walt. 1 like your face— 
A frank and honest one! Your frame’s well knit, 
Proportioned, shaped! 

Clif. Good, sir! 

Walt. Your name is Clifford— 

Sir Thomas Clifford. Humph! You're not the heir 

Direct to the fair baronetcy? He 

That was, was drowned abroad. Am I not right? 

Your cousin, was’t not? So succeeded you 

To rank and-wealth your birth ne’er promised you. 
Clif. I see you know my history. 

Walt. I do. 

Yow’re lucky who conjoin the benefits — 

Of penury and abundance; for I know 

Your father was a man of slender means. 

You do no aee Isee. That’s right. Why should 

you 

What merit to be dropped on fortune’s hill ? 

The honor is to mount it. You'd have done it; 

For you were trained to knowledge, industry, 

Frugality and honesty—the sinews 

That surest help the climber to the top, — 

And keep him there. I have a clerk, Sir Thomas, 

Once served your father. There’s the riddle for you. 

Humph! I may thank you for my life to-day. 
Clif. I pray you say not so! | 
Walt. But I will say so! 

Because I think so, know 80, feel 80, sir! 

Your POrEaNe, I have heard, I think, is ample; 
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Let’s see! Hand free—heart whole—well favored | The spider comes of the same family, | 
—so! . | That in his meshy fortress spends his life, _ 
Rich—titled!. Let that pass !—kind, valiant, pru- | Unless you pull it down and scare him from it. 


Act I, Scene 2.] | THE HUNCHBACK. 3 |3 
: : s Sd 

. + 

| And doubtless you live up to’t ? -|Sir Thomas, it shall bear thee to the bower $ 
! Clif. "Twas my rule, Where dwells this fair, for she’s no city belle, - 
, And is so still, to keep my outlay, sir, But e’en a sylvan goddess. ¢ 
| A span within my means. ae Clif. Have with you... + 
‘“ Walt. A prudent rule. | Wait. You'll bless the day you served the Hunch- |+ 

| “The turf is a seductive pastime! - back, sir. [Hxeunti. |% 
| “Clif. Yes. a es . 
| ‘Walt. You keep a racing stud? Youbet? | Scene IIl.—A.Garden before a Country House. |¥ 
‘“‘ Clif. No, neither. ; 4 

| ‘Twas still my father’s precept— Better owe Enter JULIA and HELEN, R.U.E. $ 
“¢ A yard of land to labor, than to chance Hel. [R.] I like not, Julia, this, your country life. | + 
“¢Be debtor for a rood ! : I’m weary on't. : 
Walt. ‘*’Twas a wise precept.” Jul. [L.] Indeed? So am not I! I+ 
You’ve a fair house—you’ll get a mistress for it? |I know no other; would no other know. |+ 
Clif. In time. | | Hel. You would no other know! Would you not |+ 
Walt. In time! "Tis time thy choice were made. know | . abe 

Is't not so yet? Or is thy lady-love Another relative—another friend— + 
The newest still thou see’st ? Another house—another anything, 'S 
Clif. Nay, notso. © ., Because the ones you have already please you? |% 

| I'd marry, Master Walter, but old use—__—- That’s poor content! ‘“‘ Would you notbe more rich, |+ 
For, since the age of thirteen, I have lived ‘“ More wise, more fair?” ‘The song that last you |$ 
| In the world—has made me jealous of the thing learned . : 
| That flattered me with hope of profit. Bargains | You fancy well; and therefore shall you learn bd 
; Another would snap up might lie for me No other song? Your virginal, ’tis true, be 
Till I had turned and turned them! Speculations | Hath a sweet tone; but does it follow thence, : 
That promised twenty, thirty, forty, fitty—_ You shall not have another virginal ? + 
Aye, cent. per cent. returns, I would not launch in| You may, love, and a sweeter one; and so . : 
When others were afloat and out at sea! A sweeter life may find than this you lead! + 
Whereby I made small gains, but missed great| Jul. I seek it not. Helen, I’m constancy! + 
losses ! Hel. So is a cat, a dog, a silly hen, + 
As ever then I looked before I leaped, An owl, a bat—where they are wont to lodge > 
| So do I now. -| That still sojourn, nor care to shift their quarters. ; 
Walt. Thou’rt all the better for't ! Thou'rt constancy? I’m glad I know thy name! |% 
. 

+ 

+ 

+ 

Pty 

+ 

+ 

+ 
i> 

yw 
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dent— ‘‘ And so thouw’rt constancy. Art proud of that ? 

Sir Thomas, I can help thee to a wife, “Tl warrant thee I’ll match thee with a snail, 
Hast thou the luck to win her! ‘‘ From year to year that never leaves his house! 
Clif. Master Walter, ‘¢ Such constancy, forsooth !—a constant grub — 

, You jest ! ‘¢ That houses ever in the self-same nut 

| Walt. I do not jest—I like you! mark— |“ Where he was born, ’till hunger drives him out, 

_ I like you, and I like not every one! ‘Or plunder breaketh thro’ his castle wall !” ba 
I say a wife, sir, can I help you to, | And so, in very deed, thow’rt constancy ! t 
The pearly texture of whose dainty skin Jul. Helen, you know the adage of the tree— f 
Alone were worth thy baronetcy! Form _  |Pve ta’en the berid. This rural life of mine, 

And feature has she, wherein move and glow Enjoined me by an unknown father’s will, - be 
| The charms that in the marble cold and still, -© | I’ve led from-infancy. Debarred from hope - 
| Culled hl the ‘sculptor’s jealous skill, and joined | Of sarah I ne’er have sighed for change. The |{ 

there, | own - 

Inspire us! Sir, a maid before whose feet To me was like the moon, for any thought . 

A duke—a duke might lay his coronet, I e’er should visit it—nor was I schooled ¢ 

To lift. her to his state and partner her! . |To think it half so fair ! 7 
| A fresh heart, too! A young fresh heart, sir, one| Hel. Not half so fair! , + 
' That Cupid has not toyed with, and a warm one. | The town’s the sun, and thou hast dwelt in night | + 
' Fresh, young and warm !—mark that !—a mind to| E’er since thy birth, not to have seen the town! [+ 
\ boot. Their women there are queens, and kingstheirmen; |+ 
| Wit, sir: sense, taste; a garden strictly tended, | Their houses palaces ! [Crosses L. ~ + 
| Where naught but what is costly flourishes. Jul. And what of that ? 5 
| A consort for a king, sir! Thou shalt see her. |Have your town palaces a hall like this ? . 
| Clif. I thank you, Master Walter. As you speak, | Couches so fragrant ? walls so high adorned ? 

; Methinks I see me at the altar foot, ‘|Casements with such festoons, such prospects, 

; ‘* Her hand fast locked in mine—the ring put on.” Helen, 

| My wedding bell rings merry in my ear ; As these fair vistas have? Your kings and queens! 

, And round me throng glad tongues that give me joy |See me a May-day queen, and talk of them ! 

| To be the bridegroom of so fair a bride ! Hel. Extremes are ever neighbors. ’Tis a step 

{ 

| 


Walt. What! sparks so thick? We'll have a/From one to the other! Were thy constancy 
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blaze anon ! A reasonable thing—a little less 
Enter SERVANT, L. Of constancy—a woman’s constancy— Z 
Serv. The chariot’s at the door. . |I should not wonder wert thou, ten years hence, | 
Walt. It waitsin time! | The maid I know thee now; but, as it is, | 
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4 THE HUNCHBACK. [Act I, Sceno 2. 

The odds are ten to one that this day year I prophesy he comes to take thee thither. 

Will see our May-day queen a city one. Jul. He ne’er takes me to town. No, Helen, no, 
Jul. Never! I’m wedded to a country life! To town who will—a country life for me! 

Oh, did you hear what Master Walter says? Hel. We'll see. 

Nine times in ten the town’s a hollow thing, Enter FATHOM, L. 


Where what things are is naught towhattheyshow!| ath. You’re wanted, madame. 
| Where merit’s name laughs merit’s self to scorn! | Jul. [embarrassed.] Which of us? 
Where friendship and esteem, that ought to be Fath. You, madame. [ Goes up, 1. 
The tenants of men’s hearts, lodge in their looks Hel. Julia! what’s the matter? Nay, 
And tongues alone. Where little virtue, with Mount not the rose so soon. He must not see it 


A costly keeper, passes for a heap ; A month hence. ‘Tis love’s fiower, which, once 

A heap for none, that has a homely one! she wears, 

Where Fashion makes the Jaw—your umpire which | The maid is all his own. 

You bow to, whether it has brains or not. Jul. Go to! 

Where Folly taketh off his cap and bells Hel. Be sure [ Crosses L. 

To clap on Wisdom, which must bear the jest! . | He comes to woo thee! He will bear thee hence; 

Where, to pass current, you must seem the thing, | He’ll make thee change the country for the town. 

The passive thing that others think, and not Jul. ’m constancy. Name he the-town to me, 

Your simple, honest, independent self! [Crosses L. | Vl tell him what I think on’t! [ Crosses L. 

Hel. Aye: so says Master Walter. See I not Hel. Then you guess 
What you can find in Master Walter, Julia, He comes a-wooing ? 
To be so fond of him. | Jul. I guess naught. 

Jul. He’s fond of me. Hel. Youdo! 

I’ve known him since I was achild. E’en then | At your grave words, your lips, more honest, smile, 

The week I thought a weary, heavy one, And show them to be traitors. Hie to him. 

That brought not Master Walter. I had those Jul, Hie thee to soberness. [Hxtt 1. 

About me then that made a fool of me, Hel. Aye, will I, when 
As children oft are fooled ; but more I loved Thy bridemaid, I shall hie to church with thee. 

Good Master Walter’s lesson than the play Well, Fathom, who is come? [Comes down L. 

With which they’d surfeit me. As I grew up, Fath. I know not. 

More frequent Master Walter came, and more Hel. What! 

I loved to see him. I had tutors then, Didst thou not hear his name ? 

Men of great skill and learning, but not one Fath. I di 

That taught like Master Walter. What they’d| Hel. Whatis't? _ 

show me, ; Fath. I noted not. 

And I, dull as I was, but doubtful saw— Hel. What hast thou ears for, then ? 
| A word from Master Walter made as clear Fath. What good were it for me to mind hisname!? 

As daylight! When my schooling days were o’er— | I do but what I must do. To do that : 

That’s now good three years past—three years—_| Is labor quite enough ! . 

I vow Walt. [without, L.} What, Fathom! 

I’m twenty, Helen !—well, as I was saying, Fath. Here! 

When I had done with school, and all were gone, Enter WALTER, L. | 

Still Master Walter came; and still he comes, Walt. Here, sirrah! Wherefore didst not come 

Summer or winter, frost or rain. I’ve seen to me ? : 

The snow upon a level with the hedge, ) Fath. You did not bid me come. 

Yet there was Master Walter ! Walt. I called thee. 

Hel. Who comes here ? Crosses L. Fath. Yes, 

A carriage, and a gay one—who alights ? And I said, ‘‘ Here,” and waited then to know 
Pshaw! Only Master Walter! What see you, | Your worship’s will with me. | 
Which thus repairs the arch of the fair brow Walt. We go to fown— 

A frown was like to spoil? A gentleman! Thy mistress, thou, and all the house. 


One of our town kings! Mark-—how say younow?| Fath. Well, sir? 
Wouldst be a town queen, Julia? Which ofus, | Walt. [c.] Mak’st thou not ready, then, to go 


I:wonder, comes he for ? to town ? 
Jul. For neither of us ; Fath. You didn’t bid me to make ready, sir. 
He’s Master Walter’s clerk, most like. Walt. Hence, knave, dispatch! [Hat FatHom. 
Hel. Most like! Hel. Go we to town ? : 
Mark him as he comes up the avenue ; Walt. We do; : 
So looks a clerk! A clerk has such a gait! ’Tis now her father’s will she sees the town. 
So does a clerk dress, Julia—mind his hose— Hel. Ym giad on’t. Goes she to her father f 
They’re very like a clerk’s! a diamond loop Walt. No; 
And button, note you, for his clerkship’s hat! With the consent of thine, she for a term 
Oh, certainly a clerk! ‘A velvet cloak, . Shares roof with.thee. 
‘¢ Jerkin of silk, and doublet of the same—’ Hel. I'm very glad on’t. 
For all the world aclerk! See, Julia, see, Walt. What |! 7 
How Master Walter bows, and yields him place, | You like her, then? I thought you would. ’Tistime : 
That he may first go in—a very clerk! She sees the town. 
Yl learn of thee, love, when I’d know a clerk! Hel. It has been time for that 
Jul: I wonder who he is! These six years. 
Hel. Wouldst like to know ? ‘| Wait. By thy wisdom’s count. No doubt | 
Wouldst, for a fancy, ride to town with him ? You've told her what a precious place it is. | 


PHD EH PEO O0-44-04-6-4-44-44444444464 RCO OR EE ASSES 9 BPRS OBB Se ee ee Bie PHF44494444-449464. $.0-426¢0+4+ 


eee ee 


tt ie nee SPH SS SESS SSOS SHH SSE SE SH SESS SSSLS SVE PSHE S SEH SH SSESHV SO HVOESHHFOO4 EET ee ee a 


i a a ac a De ee ee 


SEH 4444464444446 444446444644444444466444644446446446444644444644 $4464 


THE HUNCHBACK. 


| Act T, Scene 3.| 


‘Hel. I have. 

Walt. I even guessed as much. For that 
I told thee of her, brought thee here to see her, 
And prayed thee to sojourn a space with her, 
That its fair face, from thy too fair report, 
Might strike a novice less—so less deceive her. 
I did not put thee under check. 

Hel. "Twas right— 
Else I had broken loose and run the wilder ! 
So knows she not her father yet? that’s strange. 
I prithee how does mine ? 
| 
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Walt. Well—very well. 
News for thee. 

Hel. What ? 

Walt. Thy cousin is in town. 

Hel. My cousin Modus ? 

Walt. Much do I suspect 
That cougin’s nearer to thy heart than blood. 

Hel. Pshaw! Wed me to a musty library ! 
.Love him who nothing loves but Greek and Latin! 
But, Master Walter, you forget the main 
Surpassing point of all. Who’s come with you? 

Walt. Aye, that’s the question ! 

Hel. Is he soldier or 
Civilian? lord or gentleman? He’s rich, 

If that’s his chariot! Where is his estate ? 

What brings it in? Six thousand pounds a year ? 
Twelve thousand, may be? Is he Bachelor 

Or husband ? Bachelor I’m sure he is! 

Comes he not hither wooing, Master Walter ? 
Nay, prithee, answer me! 

Walt. Who says thy sex 
Are curious? That they’re patient Il] be sworn; ; 
And reasonable—very reasonable— 

To look for twenty answers in a breath! 

Come, thou shalt be enlightened—but propound 

Thy questions one by one! Thow’rt far too apt 

A scholar! My ability to teach © | 

will ne’er keep pace, I fear, with thine to learn. 
[£xeunt 1. 


| ; 
3 


fe 
$+ 
I 
$ 
ms 


SCENE II.—An Apartment in the House. 
Enter JULIA, followed by CLIFFORD, R 


| Jul. No more! I pray you, sir, no more! 
| Clif. I love you. 
| Jul. You mock me, sir! 
Clif. Then there is no such thing 

On earth as reverence. Honor filial, the fear 
Of kings, the awe of supreme Heaven itself, 
Are only ‘shows and sounds that stand for nothing. 
T love you! 

Jul. You have known me scarce a minute. 

Clif. Say but a moment, still I say I love you. 

Love’s not a flower that grows on the dull earth, 

Springs. by the calendar, must wait for sun, 

For rain, matures by parts—must take its time 

To stem, to leaf, to bud, to blow. It owns 

A richer soil, and boasts a quicker seed ! 

You look for it and see it not; and lo! 

F’en while you look, the peerless flower is up, 

Consummate in the birth | 

Jul. “ [aside.] Is’t fear I feel ? 

“ Why else should beat my heart? It can’t be fear! 
| “Something I needs must say.” [Aloud.] You're 
| from the town. 
| How comes it, sir, you seek a country wife ? 
| 
| 


that.” 
Clif. In joining contrasts lieth love’s delight. 
Complexion, stature, nature mateth it, 
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‘* { Aside. ] Methinks ‘twill tax his wit to answer 
-|A willing pupil kneels to thee, and lays 


or 


Not with their kinds, but with their opposites. 
Hence hands of snow in palms of russet lie ; 
The form of Hercules affects the sylph’s ; 
And breasts that case the lion’s fear-proof heart 
Find their loved lodgein arms where tremors dwell! 
‘““ Haply for this, on Afric’s swarthy neck 
‘‘ Hath Europe’s priceless pear! been seen to hang, 
‘¢ That makes the Orient poor! So with degrees— 
‘¢ Rank passes by the circlet-gracéd brow, 
‘¢ Upon the forehead bare of notelessness 
‘To print the nuptial kiss. As with degrees 
“So is’t with habits ;” therefore I, indeed, 
A gallant of the town, the town forsake, 
To win @ country bride. 

Jul. ‘‘ [aside.| His prompt reply 
‘‘ My backward challengeshames! Must I giveo’er? 
“Pi try his wit again.” [Alovd. | Who marries me 
Must lead a country life. 

Clif. The life.I love ! 
But fools would fly from it; for, oh! ’tis sweet ! 
It finds the heart out, be there one to find ; 
And corners in’t where stores of pleasures lodge 
We never dreamed were there. It is to dwell 
’Mid smiles that are not neighbors to deceit, 
Music whose melody is of the heart, 
‘‘ And gifts that are not made for interest— 
‘‘ Abundantly bestowed by nature’s cheek, 
‘6 And voice, and hand!” It is to live on life, 
And husband it! Jt is to constant scan 
The handiwork of heaven! It is to con 


Its mercy, bounty, wisdom, power! Itis . 
To nearer see our God! | 
Jul. [aside.| How like he talks 
To Master Walter! “Shall I give it o’er? 
‘““Not yet.” [Alowd.] Thou would’st not live one 
half a year! 


A quarter might'st thou for the novelty 
Of fields and trees; but then it needs must be 
In summer time, when they go dressed. 
Cuf. “Not it !” 
In any time—say winter! Fields and trees 
Have charms for me in very winter time. 
Jul. But snow may clothe them then. 
Clif. I like them full 
As well in snow. 
Jul. You do? 
Clif. I do. 
Jul. But night 
Will hide both snow and them; and that sets in 
Ere afternoon is out. A heavy thing 
A country fireside in a winter's night, 
To one bred in the town, “ where winter's said, 
‘For sun of gayety and sportiveness, 
‘¢To beggar shining summer.” 
Clif. 1 ‘should like 
A country winter’s night’ eepemeny ! 
Jul. You'd sleep by the fire. - 
Clif. Not I; I’d talk to thee. 
Jul. Youd tire of that. 
- Cf. I'd read to thee. 
Jul. Aud that ! 
Clif. ’'d talk to thee again. 
Jul. And sooner tire 
Than first you did, and fall asleep at last. 


Ca 


“You'd never do to lead a country life.” 
Clif. ‘¢ You deal too hardly with me !” Matchless 
maid, 
‘“As loved instructor brightens dullest wit,” 
Fear not to undertake the charge of me |! | Kneels. 


His title and his fortune at your feet. 
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6 THE HUNCHBACK. [Act II, Scene }. 


++ 


“‘ Jul. His title and his fortune !” | | Thom. She stands it well! ’Twas five, you say, 
Enter MASTER WALTER and HELEN, Rk. JULIA,! when she came home; and wants it now three- 
disconcerted, retires with the latter, L. CLIFFORD | quarters of an hour of ten! Wait till her stock of 


ee ee tb pe ee ee, 


rises. , | country health is out. 

Walt. So, Sir Thomas! Fath. "Twill come to that, Master Thomas, be- | 
Aha! you husband time! Well, was I right? fore she lives another month in town. Three, | 
Is’t not the jewel that I told you ’twas ? four, five, six o’clock, are now the hours she keeps. , 
Would’st thou not give thine eyes to wear it? Eh?|’Twas otherwise with her in the country. There | 
It has an owner, tho’—nay, start not—one my mistress used to rise what time she now lies | 


That may be brought.to part with’t, and with whom | down. 
I'll stand thy friend—I will—I say I will! | Thom. Why, yes; she’s changed since she came 


A strange man, sir, and unaccountable; ‘hither. 

But I can humor him—will bumor him Fath. Changed, do you say, Master Thomas? 
For thy sake, good Sir Thomas, for I like thee. | Changed forsooth! I know not the thing in which 
Well, is’'t a bargain? Come, thy hand uponit. {she is not changed, saving that she is still a wo- 
A word or two with thee. [They retire, R. JULIA|man. I tell thee there is no keeping pace with 
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_ and HeLEN come forward, L. her moods. In the country she had none of them. | 
Jul. [L.] Go up to town! When I-brought what she asked for, it was | 
| Hel. [R.] Have I not said it ten times o’er to thee! |‘‘ Thank you, Fathom,” and no more to do; but | 
But if thou lik’st it not, protest against it. now nothing contents her. Hark ye! were youa | 
Jul. Not if ’tis Master Walter’s will. gentleman, Master Thomas—for then you know |; 
Hel. What then ? you would be a different kind of man—how mapy | 
Thou would’st not break thy heart for Master | times would you havé your coat altered ? 
Walter ? . i Thom. Why, Master Fathom, as many times as | 
Jul. That follows not! it would take to make it fit me. | | 
Hel: What follows not? Fath. Good! But supposing. it fitted thee at | 
Jul. That I ‘| first ?. I$ 
$| Should break my heart that f go up to town. Thom. Then would I have it altered not at all. | 
$! Hel. Indeed! Oh, that’s another matter. Well,| Fath. Good! Thou wouldst be a reasonable i 
3 I’d e’en advise thee, then, to do his will; gentleman; thou wouldst have a conscience. Now | 
+, And ever after, when I prophesy, | hark to a tale about my lady's last gown. How 
3 Believe me, Julia. : many times, think you, took Lit back to the semp- | 
$ [ They retire. MASTER WALTER comes forward. |stress? — - : | It 
+) Enter FATHOM, L., crosses to WALTER. Thom. Thrice, may be. i 
+| _ Fath. So please you, sir, a letter—a post-haste| ath. Thrice, may be! Twenty times, may be; | ¢ 
| letter! The bearer on horseback, the horse in a/and nota turn too many for the truth on’t. Twenty | 
+; foam—smoking like a boiler at the heat—be sure | times, on the oath of the sempstress: Now mark | 
$ a post-haste letter ! me—can you count ? 1g 
+| Walt. Look to the horse and rider. Thom. After a fashion. cag 
+| [Exit FATHOM, L. Opens the letter and reads.| Fath. You have much to be thankful for, Mas- | 
| ‘‘What’s this? A testament addressed to me, ter Thomas; you London serving-men know a |}. 
<; “Found in his lordship’s escritoire, and thence | world of things which we in the country never : 
;| ‘‘ Directed to be taken by no hand dream of. Now mark: four times took I it back i} 
+; “ But mine. My presence instantly required.” for the flounce, twice for the sleeves, thrice for | 
¢| [Sir THoMAS, JULIA and HELEN come forward. | the tucker ; how many times in all is that? - 
$ Come, my mistresses, _ hom. Hight times to a fraction, Master Fathom. 
+| You dine in town to-day. [Crosses t.] Your| Fath. What a master of figures you are! Eight 
3 father’s will times—now recollect that! And then found she | 
3] It is, my. Julia, that you see the world ; fault with the trimmings. Now tell me how many | 
And thou shalt see it in its best attire— times took I back the gown for the trimmings ? fF 
Its gayest looks—its richest finery Thom. Eight times more, perhaps. 
It shall put on for thee, that thou may’st judge Fath. Ten times, to a certainty. How many B 
Betwixt it and the rural life you’ve lived. times makes thaé ? cea s i? 
Business of moment I’m but just advised of, Thom. Kighteen, Master Fathom, by the rule : ; 
| Touching the will of my late noble ‘master, of addition. | | 
| The Earl of Rochdale, recently deceased, Fath. And how many times more will make if 
Commands me for a time to leave thee there. twenty ? ; \? 
Sir Thomas, hand her to the chariot. [Sir THom-| Thom. Twice, by the same rule. Fi 
+ AS crosses to her and hands Jutta out, L.;| Fath. Thou hast worked with thy pencil and 
; they pass WALTER, who then leads HELEN |Slate, Master Thomas! Well, ten times, as I said, ! 
BE 
+ 
D4 
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out, L.] Nay, took I back the gown for the trimmings. And ‘3 
I tell thee true. We go indeed to town! [Exeunt. | Was she content, after all? I warrant you no, or i 
my ears did not pay for it. She wished, she said, ‘% 
<< that the slattern sempstress had not touched the | 
ae ACT II. gown, for naught had. she done but botched it. j 
| Now what, think you, had the sempstress done to 3 
SCENE I.—An Apartment in MASTER HEART- the gown ? 3 
_ WELL's House. Thom. To surmise that I must be learned in the ¢ 
Enter THOMAS und FATHOM, R. sempstress’ art. _ ; 
Thom. Well, Fathom, is thy mistress up? Fath. The sempstress’ art! Thou hast hit it! 3 
| Fath. She is, Master Thomas, and breakfasted. |/Oh, the sweet sempstress! The excellent semp- ; 
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Act II, Scone 2.] THE HUNCHBACK. Z 


| stress! Mistress of her s scissors and needles, which | Matured in soundness, I could trust her toit,: 
| are pointless and edgeless to her art! The semp-! And sleep amidst infection. [ Crosses R. 
| stress had done nothing to the gown, yet raves| Heart. Master Walter ! ; 
| and storms my mistress at her for having botched| Walt. Well? 
it in the making and mending; and orders her; Heart. Tell me, prithee, which is likelier 
straight to make another one, which home the/To plough a sea in safety ? he that’s wont 
| sempstress brought on Tuesday last. 7 To sail in it—or be that by the chart 

Thom. And found thy fair mistress as many |Is master of its soundings, bearings—knows 
faults with that? Its headlands, havens, currents—where ’tis bold 

Fath. Not one! She finds it a very pattern of | And where behooves to keep a good look out ? 
a gown! A well-setting flounce! The sleveves a |The one will swim where sinks the other one ! 
fit—the tucker a fit—the trimmings her fancy tot Walt. The drift of this? 
| @ T—ha! ha! ha! and she praised the sempstress; Heart. Do you not guess it? 

—ha! ha! ha! and she smiles at me, andIsmile| Walt. Humph! — © 

| —ha! ha! ha! and the sempstress smiles—ha!| Heart. If you would train a maid to live in town, 
| ha! ha! Now why did the sempstress smile ? Breed her rot in the country ! 
| Thom. That she had succeeded so well in her} Walt. Say you so? 
| art. : - And stands she not the test ? 
| Fath. Thou hast hit it agafn. The jade must| Heart. As snow stands fire! 
| have been born a sempstress. If ever I marry, | Your country maid has melted all away, 
, She shall work for my wife. The gown was the| And plays the city lady to the height— 
| Same gown, and there was my mistress’s twentieth. Her mornings gives to mercers, milliners, 
| mood. Shoemakers, jewelers and haberdashers ; 
| Thom. What, think you, will Master Walter say | Her noons, to calls; her afternoons, to dressing ; 
| when he comes back? I fear he'll hardly know | Evenings, to plays or cards; and nights to routs, 
| his country maid again. Has she yet fixed her} Balls, masquerades! Sleep only ends the riot, 
| wedding day ? Which waking still begins ! 
| _ Fath. She has, Master Thomas. I coaxed it| Walt. I’m all amaze! 
| from her maid. She marries Monday week. How bears Sir Thomas this ? 
| hom. Comes not Master Walter back to-day?) Heart. Why, patiently ; 
| ath. Your master expects him. [Bell ring-|Though, one can see, with pain. 
' ing, L.] Perhaps that’s he. I prithee go and! Walt. She loveshim! Ha! 
| open the door; do, Master Thomas, do ; for proves | That. cod is doubt! She’d ne’er consent to wed 
| it my master, he'll surely question me. 
| Thom. And what should I do? 
| . Hath. Answer him, Master Thomas, and make 
| him none the wiser. He'll go mad when he learns 
how my lady flaunts it! Go! open the door, I 
prithee. Fifty things, Master Thomas, know you, 
for one thing that I know ; you can turn and twist 
a matter into any other kind of matter, and then 
twist and turn it back again, if needs be ; so much 
you servants of the town. beat us of the country, 
| 
| 
1 


Unless ae loved him! never! Her young foncy, 
The Leas of the town—new things—have 
ca 
Anon thei hold will slacken: she’ll become 
Her former self again: to its old train 
Of sober feelings will her heart return ; 
And then she'll give it wholly to the man — 
Her virgin wishes chose! [ Crosses L. 
Heart. Here comes Sir faa | 
And with him Master Modus. | 
Walt. Let them pass : 
[ would not see him till I speak with her. 
[They retire into the arbor, L 
_ mter CLIFFORD and MODUS, R. 
Clif. A dreadful question is it, “when we love, 
To ask if love’s returned! I did believe 
Fair Julia’s heart was mine—I doubt it now. 


Master Thomas. Open the door, now; do, Mas- 
ter Thomas, do! | [Exeunt, L. 


SCENE II-—A Garden with two Arbors, R. and L. 


Enter MASTER HEARTWELL, R., and MASTER 
WALTER, L., meeting. 


| Heart. Good. Master Walter, welcome back 


Pl fre OI iS escapee 


again ! But once last night she danced with me, her hand 
Walt. I’m glad to see you, Master Heartwell. | To this gallant and that en aged, as soon 
Heart. How, As asked for! ‘‘ Maid that oved would scarce do 
I pray you, sped the weighty business which — I this! | 
So sudden called you hence # ‘Nor visit we together as we used, 
Walt. Weighty, indeed ! “When first she came to town.” She loves me less 
What thou would’st ne’er expect—wilt scarce be-| Than once she did—or loves me not at all. 
lieve ! [Crosses X. . 


Long hidden wrong, wondrously come to light, Mod. Y'm little skilled, Sir Thomas, in the world; 
And great right done! But more of this anon. | What mean you now todo? | 
Now of my ward discourse! Likes she the town?| Cif. Remonstrate with her! 

_How does she? Is she well? Can’st match me her| ‘‘ Come to an understanding, and, at once—” © 


Amongst your city maids ? If she repents her promise to be mine, 
Heart. Nor court ones neither ! _ | Absolve her from it—and say farewell to her. 
She far outstrips them all! __ | [ Crosses L. 
Walt. I knew she would. e Mod. Lo, then, your opportunity—she comes— 
What else could follow in a maid so bred ? My cousin with her—her will I engage, 
A pure mind, Master Heartwell—not a taint Whilst you converse together. 
From intercourse with the distempered town, Clif. Nay, not yet! 


With which all contact was walled out, until, My heart turns coward at the sight of her. 
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Stay till it finds new courage! : Let them pass. | 
[They retire up c. 
Enter JULIA and HELEN, R. : 

Hel. So, Monday week will say good morn to thee 
A maid, and bid good night a sober wife! 

Jul. That Monday week, I trust, will never come 
That brags to make a sober wife of me! 

Hel. How changed you are, my Julia! 

Jul. Change makes change. 

Hel. Why wedd’st thou, then ? 

Jul. Because I promised him. 

Hel. Thou lov’st him ? 

Jul. Do T? 

Hel. He’s a man to love: 

A right well-favored man! 

Jul. Your point’s well-favored. 

Where did you purchase it? ‘ In Gracechurch 
Street?” 

Hel. Pshaw! never mind my point, but talk of him. 
Jul. Pd rather talk with thee about the lace. 
Where bought you it? In Gracechurch Street, 

Cheapside, , 
Whitechapel, Little Britain? Can’t you say 
Where ’twas. you bought the lace ? 

Hel. In Cheapside, then ; 
And now, then, to Sir Thomas! 
The height I like a man. 

Jul. Thy feather’s just | 
The height I like a feather! Mine’s too long! 
What shall I give thee in exchange for it? 

Hel. What shall I give thee for a minute’s talk 
About Sir Thomas ? . 

Jul. Why, thy feather. 

Hel. Take it! 

‘“* Clif. [aside to Mopus.] What! likes she not 

to speak of me?” . : 

Hel. And now . 

Let’s talk about Sir Thomas—*“ much, I’m sure, 
‘¢ He loves you. | ; 

‘¢ Jul. Much, I’m sure, he has a rignt ! 

‘Those know I who would give their eyes to be 
‘¢ Sir Thomas, for my sake! 

‘¢ Hel. Such, too, know I. 

“ But noe them, none that can compare with 
in— 
‘¢ Not one so graceful. 

“ Jul. What a graceful set 
‘Your feather has! 

‘‘ Hel. Nay, give it back to me, 
‘‘ Unless you pay me for’t. 

“ Jul. What was’t to get? 

‘‘ Hel. A minute’s talk with thee about Sir 

Thomas.” 
Jul. Talk of his title and his fortune, then = 
“ Clif. [aside.| Indeed! I would not listen, yet 
I must. 
“¢ Jul.” An ample fortune, Helen! I shall be 
A happy Wife! What routs, what balls, what 
| masques, 
What gala days! 
“ Clef. Coder For these she marries me! 
‘“‘ She’ll talk of these! 

“ Jul.” Think not, when I am wed, 

Tll keep the house as owlet does her tower, 
Alone—when every other bird’s on wing. 

Pll use my palfry, Helen; and my coach; 

My barge, too, for excursions on the Thames ; 

‘‘ What drives to Barnet, Hackney, Islington !” 
What rides to Epping, Hounslow and Blackheath! 
What sails to Greenwich, Woolwich, Fulham, Kew! 
T'll set a pattern to your lady wives! 


He is just 


CHBACK. ' [Act II, Soene 2. 


Clif. [aside, R. c.] Aye, lady, trust me, not at | 
my expense. — 
Jul. And what a wardrobe! I’! have change of 
suits 
For every day in the year! and sets for days! 
My morning dress, my noon dress, dinner dress, 
And evening dress! Then will I show you lace 
A foot deep, can I purchase it ; if not, 
T'll specially bespeak it. Diamonds, too, 
Not buckles, rings and ear-rings only, but 
Whole necklaces and stomachers of gems ! 
I'll shine! be sure I will. 
“ Clif. [aside.] Then shine away ; 
‘Who covets thee may wear thee; I’m not he! 
“ Jul. And then my title! Soon as I put on 
‘¢The ring, ’m Lady Clifford. So I take 
‘‘ Precedence of plain mistress, were she e’en 
‘The richest heiress in the land! At town 
‘¢Or country ball you'll see me take the lead, 
‘¢ While wives that carry on their backs the wealth 
““To dower a princess shal] give place to. me— 
‘¢ Will I not profit, think you, by my right? 
‘Be sure I will! Marriage shall prove to me 
‘A never-ending pageant. Every day 
‘¢ Shall show how I am spoused !”” I will be known 
For Lady Clifford all the city through, 
And fifty miles the country round about. 
Wife of Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet— 
Not perishable knight ; who, when he makes. 
A lady of me, doubtless must expect | 
To see me play the part of one. [ Crosses R. 
Clif. [comes forward, R. Cc.) Most true, 
But vot the part which you design to play. 
Jul. A list’ner, sir! | 
Clif. By chance, and not intent. 
Your speech was forced upon mine ear, that ne’er 
More thankless duty to my heart discharged. 
Would for that heart it ne’er had known the 
sense 
Which tells it’tis a bankrupt there, where most 
It coveted to be rich, and thought it was so! 
Oh, Julia! is it you? Could I have set 
A coronet upon that stately brow 
Where partial Nature hath already bound 
A brighter circlet—radiant beauty’s own— 
I had been proud to see thee proud of it, 
So for the donor thou hadst ta’en the gift, 
Not for the gift ta’en him. Could I have poured 
The wealth of richest Croesus in thy lap, 
I bad been blest to see thee scatter it, 
So I were still thy riches peemounb 
Jul. Know you me, sir 
Clif. Ido! On Monday week 
We were to wed—and are, so you're content 
The day that weds wives you to be widowed. Take 
The privilege of my wife—be Lady Clifford ! 
Outshine thy title. in the wearing on’t! 
My coffers, lands, are all at thy command; 
Wear all! but, for myself, she wears not me, 
‘¢ Although the coveted of every eye,” 
Who would not wear me for myself alone. 
( Crosses 8. 
Jul. And do you carry it so proudly, sir f 
Clif. Proudly, but still ‘more sorrowfully, lady! 
I'll lead thee to the church on Monday week. 
Till then, farewell! and then—farewell forever! 
o_ [Takes off his hat. 
Oh, Julia, I have ventured for thy love, 
As the bold merchant, who, fur only hope 
Of some rich gain, all former gains will risk ! 
Before I asked a portion of thy heart 
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Act IT, Scene 3. ] 


I periled all my own; and now, all’s lost! 
Exit r. Mopvus follows him. 
Jul. Helen! 


Hel. What ails you, sweet? | 
Jul. I cannot breathe—quick, loose my girdle! 
oh! [Faints. 
| MASTER WALTER, R., and MASTER Bee hr wae 
Ls come JSorwarda. 


hears Good Master Heartwell, help to take tier 


} Whilst I T'make after him! and look to her ! 

Unlucky chance that took me out of town!- [Ezit 
} WALTER, k. HEARTWELL bears off JULIA, L., 
HELEN following. 


ScENE JII.—The Street. 


Enter CLIFFORD, R., and STEPHEN, L., meeting. 
Ste. Letters, Sir Thomas. 
Clif. Take them home again ; 
I shal] not read them now. 
Ste. Your pardon, sir, 
"Ole How is one directed strangely. 
i 
Ste. “ "To Guth 


Clifford, gentleman; now 
styled 


| Sir Thomas Clifford, baronet.” 


Clif. Indeed! - 
Whence comes that letter ? 

Ste. From abroad. 

Clif. Which is it ? 

‘Ste. So please you, this, Sir Thomas. 

Clif. Give it me. [ Crasses L., reading letter. 

Ste. That letter brings not news to wish him 
|. joy upon. If he was disturbed before, which I 
| guessed by his looks he was, he is not more at 
ease nbw. His hand to his head! ‘A most un- 
welcome letter! If it brings him news of disaster, 
fortune does not give him his deserts; for never 
waited servant upon a kinder master. 

Clif. Stephen! 

Ste. Sir Thomas! 

Cif. From my door remove 
The plate that bears my name. 

Ste. The plate, Sir Thomas ? 

Clif. The plate. Collect my servants and in- 

struct them r 

AJl to make out their claims unto the end. 
Of their respective terms, and give them in. 
To my one Him and them apprise, good fel- 


a ee 


That I ee house no more. ‘ As you go home, 
“Call at my coachmaker’s, and bid him stop 
“ The carriage I bespoke. The one I have, 
“Send with my horses to the mart whereat 
| “‘ Such things are sold by auction—they’re for sale. 

‘“* Pack up ay wardrobe—have my trunks con- 

veye 
“To inn in the next street”—and when that’s 
one, 
Go to my tradesmen, and collect their bills, 
And bring them to me at the inn. 
Ste. The inn! 
Clif. Yes; I go home no more. 
” the matter ? 
What has fallen out to make your eyes fill up ? 
You'll get another place. I'll certify 
You're honest and industrious, and all 
That a servant ought to be. 
I see, Sir Thomas, 
Some great misfortune has befallen you. 


Why, what’s 
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|“*I prithee leave me. 


‘1 We look for frost in! 
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Clif. No! 
I’ve health; I’ve strength; my reason, Stephen, and 
A heart that’s clear in truth, with trust in God.. 
No great disaster can befall the man 
Who's ig possessed of these ! Good fellow, leave 


ve What. an would learn, and have a right to know, 
‘‘T would not tell you now. Good Stephen, hence !”” 
Mischance has fallen on me—but what of that ? 
Mischance has fallen on many a better man. 
I grow sadder while 
‘‘T see the eye with which you view my grief. 
‘CSdeath, they will out! I would have been a man, 
‘‘ Had you been less a kind and gentle one.” 
Now, as you love me, leave me! 

Ste. Never master > 
So well deserved the love of him that served him. 

[Exit STEPHEN, R. 

Clif. Misfortune liketh company—it seldom 
Visits its friends alone. Ha, Master Walter, 
And ruffied, too! I’m in no mood for him. 

Enter MASTER WALTER, L. 
Walt. So, sir! Sir Thomas Clifford! what with 


speed 
And choler, I do gasp for want of breath. 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

Walt. You're a rash young man, sir! 
Strong-headed and wrong-headed—and I fear, sir, 
Not over-delicate in that fine sense 
Which men of honor pride themselves upon, sir ! 

Clif. Well, Master Walter ? 

Walt. A young woman’s heart, , Sir, 

Is not a stone to carve a posy on! 

Which knows not what is writ on’t—which you 
may buy, 

Exchange or sell, sir—keep or give away, sir: 

It is a richer, yet a poorer thing ! 

Priceless to him that owns and prizes it; 

Worthless when owned, not prized—which makes 
the man 

That covets it, obtains it, and discards it— 

A fool, if not a villain, sir! 

Clif. Well, sir? 

Walt. You never loved my ward, sir! 

Clif. The bright heavens 
Bear witness that I did! , 

Walt. The bright heavens, sir, 

Bear not false witness. That you loved her not 


Is clear—for had you loved her, you'd have |} 


* plucked 
Your heart from out your breast, ere cast her 
from your heart ! 
Old as I am, I know what passion is. 
“Tt is the summer's heat, sir, which in vain 
Ice, like you, sir, knows 
‘“‘ But little of such heat!” We're wronged, sir, 
wronged ! 

‘You wear a sword, and so do I! 

“Clif. Well, sir? 

« Walt. You know the use, sir, of a BWwOry 

' Chf. I do. 
‘““To whip a knave, sir, or an honest man— 
‘¢ A wise man or a fool; atone for wrong, 
‘Or double the amount on’t.” Master Walter,* 
Touching your ward, if wrong is done, I think 
On my side lies the grievance. ‘I would not say so 
‘¢ Did I not think so.” As for love—look, sir, 
That band’s a widower’s, to its tirst mate sworn 
To To clasp no second one. As for amends, sir, 


~ *Chifford’s r y, sgppenlay here in tho representation, his cuo 
being, Wronge air, wronged 
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a —— 06068 6 4 
: | Youre free to get them from a man in whom Tin. Believe me you shall profit by my training : 7 
+, You've been forestalled by fortune, “ in the spite | You grow a lord apace. I saw you meet $ 
} ‘‘ Which she has vented on him, if you still A bevy of your former friends, who fain $ 
‘«‘ Esteem him worth your anger.” Please you read | Had shaken hands with you. You gave them fin- t 
i That letter. Now, sir, judge if life is dear gers ! | 
| ! To one so much a Joser. Youre now another man. Your house is changed, ; 
t| Walt. What, all gone! Your table changed, your retinue, your horse— . 
| Thy cousin living they reported dead ! Where once you rode a hack you now back blood— |3% 
t Clif. Title and land, sir, unto which add love ;| Befits it then you also change your friends ! 
+| All gone, save fife—and honor—which, ere I'l lose, Enter WILLIAMS, L. 
} ll let the other go! Wil. A gentleman would see your lordship. __ 
Walt. We're public here, Tin. Sir? 
| And may be interrupted. Let us seek What’s that ? Crosses to WILLIAMS. 
| Some spot of privacy. Your letter, sir! Wil. A gentleman woyld see bis lordship. 
{ Gives it back. Tin. How know you, sit, his lordship is at home f 
| Though fortune slights you, I’ll not slight you. Not|Is he at home because he goes not out ? 
Your title or the lack of it I heed. He’s not at home, though there you see him, sir 
| Whether upon the score of love or hate, Unless he certify that be’s at home ! 
i With you, and you alone, I settle, sir. Bring up the name of the gentleman, and then 
| We've gone too far. ’Iwere folly now to part Your lord will know if he’s at home or not. 
3! Without a reckoning. [Exit WILLIAMS, L. 
3! . Clif. Just as you please. Your man was porter to some merchant’s door, 
ie 4 Walt. You’ve done a noble lady wrong. Who never taught him better breeding than 
$| ‘Clif, That lady To speak the vulgar truth! Well, sir? 
¢+| Has done me wrong. Re-enter WILLIAMS, L. 
¢| Walt. Goto! Thou art a boy Wil. His name, 
+i Fit to be trusted with a plaything, not So please your lordship, Markham. 
- A woman’s heart. Thou know’st not what itis! | Zin. Do you know 
_¢, Which I will prove to thee, soon as we find The thing ? 
$| Convenient place. Come on, sir! you shall get Roch. Right well! I faith, a hearty fellow, 
31 A lesson that shall serve you for the rest Son to a worthy tradesman, ‘‘ who would do - 
+| O’ your life. Vil make you own her, sir, a piece |‘ Great things with little means; so. entered him |} 
| Of Nature’s handiwork, as costly, free “In the Temple. <A good fellow, on my life. 
$| From bias, flaw, and fair as ever yet ‘ Naught smacking of his stock !” 
$| Her cunning hand turned out. Come on, sir!—| Tin. You’ve said enough! = - 
: come ! [Exeunt R. | His lordshig’s not at home. (Hzit WILLIAMS, L.} 
D4 es We do not go 
pe ‘“‘ By hearts, but orders !* Had he family— 
+ ACT III. Blood—tho’ it only were a drop—his heart 
+ S L—AD ; Would pass for something ; lacking such desert, 
+ | CEN E Be ree ae Ong 00M: Were it ten times the heart it is, ’tis naught ! 
$| Enter LoRD TINSEL and the EARL OF ROCHDALE. Enter WILLIAMS, L. 
3| Tin. Refuse a lord! A saucy lady, this! Wil. One Master Jones hath asked to see your 
3| I scarce can credit it. lordship. 
3! Roch. She'll change her mind. Tin. And what was your reply to Master Jones ? 
+| My agent, Master Walter, is her guardian. Wil. I knew not if his lordship was at home. 
> 4 Tin. How can you keep that Hunchback in his| Zin. You'll do. Who’s Master Jones ? 
2 office ! | Roch. A curate’s son. 
| He mocks you. Tin. A curate’s? Better be a yeoman’s son! 
$ Roch. He is useful. Never heed him. ‘“‘ Were it the rector’s son, he might be known, t 
: My offer now do I present through him. ‘¢ Because the rector is arising Man, : | 4 
+| He has the title-deeds of my estates. ‘¢ And may become a bishop. He goes light; t 
¢| She'll listen to their wooing. I must have her. ‘¢ The curate ever hath a loaded back. - + 
+| Not that I love her, but that all allow ‘¢ He may be called the yeoman of the church, } 
+| She’s fairest of the fair. “That, sweating, does its work and drudges on, 
$| Tin. Distinguished well: ‘‘ While lives the hopeful rector at his ease.” { 
3| ’T were most unseemly for a lord to love! _|How made you his acquaintance, pray f 
~| Leave that to commoners. ’Tis vulgar. Shé’s Roch. We read . i 
t Betrothed, you tell me, to Sir Thomas Clitiord? | Latin and Greek together. . 
: Roch. Yes. ’ Tin. Dropping them— t 
3| Tin. That a commoner should thwart a lord! ‘| As, now that. you're a lord, of course you’ve done— |} 
~| Yet nota commoner. A baronet Drop him. You'll say his lordship’s not at home. |% 
3| Is fish and flesh. Nine parts plebeian, and Wil. So please your lordship, I forgot to say t 
$: Patrician in the tenth. Sir Thomas Clifford! One Richard Cricket likewise is below. ; 
+ A man, they say, of brains. I abhor brains Tin. Who? Richard Cricket! You must see 
i As Ido tools! They’re things mechanical. him, Rochdale ! . 
So far are we above our forefathers : A noble little fellow! A great man, sir ! 
| They to their brains did owe their titles, as Not knowing whom, you would be nobody. 
Do lawyers, doctors. We to nothing owe them, |I won five thousand pounds by him! . 
Which makes us far the nobler. Roch. Who is he ? 
Roch. Is it so?- I never heard of him. ; 
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Act ITI, Scene 2.] 


° : 
| 
| 


Tin. What! never heard 

Of Richard Cricket! Never heard of him! 

Why, he’s the jockey of Newmarket; you 

May win a cup by him, or else a sweepstakes. 

I bade him call upon you. You must see him. 

_ His lordship is at home to Richard Cricket. 

Roch. Bid him wait in the ante-room. 
[WILLIAMS goes R. 

Tin. The ante-room ? 


The use of Richard Cricket! Show him, sir, 
Into the drawing-room. [zit WILLIAMS, L.]} 
Your lordship needs 
. Must keep a racing stud, and you'll do well 
: To make a friend of Richard Cricket. “ Well, sir, 
‘What's that ? 
‘“‘ Emter WILLIAMS. 
“‘ Wil. So please your lordship, a petition. 
“Tin. Had’st nota service ’mongst the Hottentots 


*‘ With a petition! At mechanics’ doors, 

‘6 At igi aaa shopkeepers’, and merchants’ 
only, 

‘‘Have such things leave to knock! 
lord’s gate 

‘¢ A wicket to a workhouse! Let us see it— 

_“ Subscriptions to a book of poetry ! 

‘‘ Who heads the list? Cornelius Tense, A.M., 


works . 
‘‘ Problems in mathematics, can chop logic, 
‘¢ And is a conjuror in philosophy, - 
‘ Both natural and moral. Pshaw! a man 
‘‘ Whom nobody—that is anybody—knows. 


‘“ An F.R.S. and F.A.S., and then. 

“A D.D., Doctor of Divinity, 

“ Ushering in an LL. D., which means 

' “Poctor of Laws—their harmony, no doubt, 

' “The difference of their trades! 
here 

‘‘ But languages and sciences and arts— 

‘Not an iota of nobility !. 
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“ That is the lordly way of saying ‘ No.’ 
“ But, talking of subscriptions, here is one 
“To which your lordship may affix your name. 
‘¢ Roch. Pray, who's the object ? 
‘‘ Tin. A most worthy man! 
_ A man of singular deserts; a man, 
“In serving whom your lordship will serve me— 
‘“‘ Signor Cantata. 
“‘ Roch. He’s a friend of yours ? 
‘‘ Tin. Ob, no, I know him not! I’ve not that 
pleasure; 
‘“But Lady Dangle knows him; she’s his. friend. 
‘¢ He will oblige us with a set of concerts, 
‘¢ Six concerts to the set. 
| “ Your lordship will subscribe ? 
“‘ Roch. Oh, by all means! 
“‘ Tin, How many sets of tickets? Two at least. 
, “Yow ll like to take a friend? I'll set you down 
| “Six guineas to Signor Cantata’s concerts.” 
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THE PEN On pec: 


Befits a lord naught like indifference. 

Say an estate Should fall to you, you’d take it, 
As it concernéd more a stander-by 

Than you. As you’rea lord, be sure you ever’ 
Of that make little other men make much of ; 
Nor do the thing they do, but right contrary. 


~ The best room in your house! You do not know}Sceng II.—An Apartment in MASTER HEART- 


“ Ere thou cam’st hither, friend? Present thy lord |She comes—all’s well—the tempest rages still. 


| Enter JULIA, L., pacing the room in a state of high 
excitement. 
Jul. What have my eyes to do with water ? ‘Fire 


Make thy | Becomes them better. 


‘Which means he construes Greek and Latin, Kneel at my feet from morn till noon, content 


‘Who, think you, follows him? Why,anM.D., |On Monday week ! 
There’s nothing Jul. He would have had to-day our wedding day ! 


‘‘ We cannot give our names. Take back the paper, | And I took off another week—and now 
‘¢ And tell the bearer there’s no answer for him— |I have his leave to wed or not to wed ! ! 


The set, three guineas.: I hate him now, that lord should not in vain 


\ 
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Where the distinction else, ’twixt them and you? 
[Bxeunt L. 


WELL’'s House. Table and two chairs, pluced a 
little out of the centre towards L. 


MASTER WALTER discovered, seated L. of table, 
looking. through title-deeds and papers. 
Walt. So falls out everything as I would have it, 
Exact in place and time. This lord’s advances - 
Receives she—as, I augur, in the spleen 
Of wounded pride she will—my course is clear. 


{ Crosses. R. 
Walt. True. 
Jul. Yet, must I weep 

To be so monitor’d, and by a man! 

A man that was my slave! whom I have seen 


SO 


With leave to only gaze upon my face, [ Crosses L. 

‘¢ And tell me what he read there—till the page - 

‘‘T knew by heart I ’gan‘to doubt-I knew, — 

“ Emblazoned by the comment of his tongue !” 

And he to lesson me! Let him come here 

He ne’er leads me to chareh ! 

‘¢T would not Pe by his rank or wealth, 

‘¢ Tho’ kings mig) ht call him cousin, for their sake !” 

I'll show him I have pride ! [ Crosses RB. | 
Walt. Youw’re very right! 


I fixed a month from this. He prayed and prayed : 
I dropped a week. He prayed and prayed the more: 
I dropped the second one. Still more he prayed, 


He'll see that I have pride! 

Walt. And so he ought. 

Jul. Oli! for some way to bring him to my feet! 
But he should lie there! _ Why, ’twill go abroad 
That he has cast me off. That there should live | 
The man could say so! Or that I should live | 
To be the leavings of a man on [Crosses R. | 

Walt. Thy case .. aH 
I own a hard one. 

Jul. Hard! ’Twill drive me mad!.- 

His wealth and title! I refused a lord— . — 
I did! that privily implored my hand— _ ' 3 
And never cared to tell him'on’t! So much | 

! 


a 
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Implore my hand again! 


[ Up from chair. | | 


Walt. You'd give it him ? 
Jul. I would. 
Walt. You'd wed that lord? [Advances L. 


Jul. [R.] That lord ’d wed—or any other lord— 


| And now, my lord, we'll to him—then we'll walk. | Only to show him I could wed above him ! 


 . Roch. Nay, I would wait the lady’s answer. 
Tin. Wait! 
- Take an excursion to the country ; let 
' Her answer wait for you. 
Roch. Indeed ! 
Tin. Indeed. 


Walt. Give me your hand and word to that. 
Jul. There! Take 
My hand and word! ~— 
Walt. That lord hath offered you 
His hand again. 
Jul. He has ? 


{ 
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12 THE HUNCHBACK. (Act IMI, Scene 2. 
Walt. Your father knows it; he approves of him. | Why should I weep for him? Whomake their woes, | 
There are the title-deeds of the estates, Deserve them! What have I to do with tears? 
; {Points to table. — Enter HELEN, L. 
Sent for my jealous scrutiny. All sound— Hel. News! Julia, news! 
No flaw or speck that e’en the lynx-eyed law Jul. What! Is't about Sir Thomas? 
Itself could find. A lord of many lands! Hel. Sir Thomas, say you? He’s no more Sir 


In Berkshire half a county; ‘and the same Thomas ! 
In Wiltshire, and in Lancashire! Across That cousin lives, as heir to whom, his wealth 
The Irish Sea a principality! - And title came to him. 
And not a rood with bond or lien on it! Jul. Was he not dead? 
Wilt give that lord a wife? Wilt make thyself Hel. No more than I am dead. 
A countess? Here's the proffer of his hand. - Jul. I would ’twere not so. [ Crosses L. 
[Shows her a letter. Hel. What say you, Julia? 
Write thou content, and wear a coronet ! Jul. Nothing ! 4 
Jul. (eagerly. | Give me the paper. Hel. I could kiss 
Walt. There! Here’s pen and ink. - - |That cousin! couldn’t you, Julia? 
[Goes up L. of table and lays the letter down for her| Jul. Wherefore ? 
to sign. Hel. Why, 
Sit down. [Points to chair R. of table.] Why do you| For coming back to life again, as ’twere 
pause? A flourish of Upon his cousin to revenge you. 
The pen and you're a countess. | dul. Helen! 
Jul. **My poor brain. Hel. Indeed, ‘tis true. With what a sorry grace 
a ee zune and round!” I would not wed him |The gentleman will bear himself without 
His title! Master Clifford! Have you not 
Were he ane lowly at my feet to sue : Some token to return him? Some love-letter ? 
| Than e’er he did! Some brooch? Some pin? Someanything? Vllbe 
Walt. Wed whom ? 7 Your messenger, for nothing but the pleasure 
Jul. Sir Thomas Clifford. | Of calling him plain “Master Clifford.” 
Walt. You're right. Jul. Helen! 
| = Jul. “* His rank “and wealth are roots to doubt;| Hel.. Or has he aught of thine? Write to him, 
i ‘¢ And while they lasted, still the weed would grow, Julia, 
‘‘ Howe’er you pluck’d it. No! That’s o’er—that’s Demanding it! Do, Julia, if you love me; 
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i done !’ And Yl direct it in a school-boy’s hand, 
Was never lady wronged so foulas I! [Weeps. |As round as I can write, ‘‘ To Master. Clifford.” 
Walt. Thow’rt to be pitied. Jul. Helen! 
Jul. pes ] Pitied ' ! Not so bad Hel. Pll think.of fifty thousand ways 
As that To mortify him! I’ve a twentieth cousin, 
Walt. Indeed thou art, to love the man A care-for-naught at mischief. Him I'll set 
That spurns thee! With twenty other madcaps like himself, 
Jul. Love him! Love! If hate could find To walk the streets the traitor most frequents 
A word more harsh than its own name, Id take it, | And give him salutation as he passes— 
To.speak the love I bearhim! | ([Weeps. |‘ How do you, Master Clifford ?” 
Walt. Write thy own name Tul. Lightly in incensed.| Helen! ° 
i And show how near akin thy hate’s to hate. Hel. Bless me! 
Jul. [writes. | Tis done ! Jul. I hate you, Helen! [ Crosses to R. 
t Walt. "Tis well! Ill come to you anon. Enter Movvs, L 
[Takes paper hastily, and exit R. Mod. Joy for you, fair lady} 
{ Jul. [alone.] Vm glad ’tis done! I’m very glad | Our baronet is now plain gentleman, 
tis done! — And hardly that—not master of the. means 
; I’ve done the thing I should. From my disgrace , To bear himself as such! The kinsman lives 
This lord shall lift me ’bove the reach of scorn— | Whose only rumored death gave wealth to him, 
“ Thatidly wagsits tongue, where wealth and state | And title. A hard creditor he proves, 
‘¢ Need only beckon to have crowds to laud !” Who keeps strict reckoning—will have interest, 
Then how the tables change! The hand he spurned | As well as principal. A ruined man 4 
His betters take! Let me remember that! Is now Sir Thonras Clifford. 4 
Vill grace my rank}. Iwill! Til carry it Hel. I’m glad on't. ¢ 
As I were born to it i rl warrant none Mod. AndsoanI. A scurvy trick it was 
Shall say it fits me not—but one and all He served you, madame. Use a lady so! 
Confess I wear it bravely, as I ought! I merely bore. with him. I never liked him. 
And he shall hear it! aye! and he shall see it ! Hel. No more did I. No, never could I think ' 
I will roll by him in an equipage He looked his.title. 
Would mortgage his estate—but he shall own Moda. No, nor acted it, 
His slight of me was my advancement ! Love me! If rightly they report. | «He ne’er disbursed 
He never loved me! if he had, he ne’er ‘“¢ To entertain his friends, ’tis broadly said, 
Had given me up! Love’s not a spider’s web, 
But fit to mesh a fly—that you can break poo 
‘ By only blowing on’t ! he never loved me! . {In the appointnients of a man of rank ! 
He knows not what love is—or, if he does, Possessing wealth like his. ‘ His horses, hacks! | 
- He has not been o’er-chary of his peace ! ‘“‘ His gentleman, a footman! and bis footman, 
And that he’ll find when [’m another’s wife, ‘‘A groom! The sports that men of quality 
$ Lost !—lost to him forever! Tears again! ‘¢ And spirit countenance, he kept aloof from, 
+ 
+? 
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Act IV, Scene 1.) 


_ Impatient Jove has foresiglit ! 
- The marriage deeds filled up, except a blank 
' To write your jointure! 


—_—_—— 


SE 


‘‘From scruple of economy, not taste— 
‘¢ As racing and the Jike.” In brief, he lacked 
Those shining points that, more than name, denote 
High breeding ; and, moreover, was a man 
Of very shallow learning. 
Jul. Silence, sir! 
For shame ! 
Hel. Why, Julia! 
Jul. Speak not tome! Poor! ' 
Most poor! I tell you, sir, he was the making 
Of fifty gentlemen—each one of whom 
Were more than peer for thee! His title, sir, 
Crosses C. 
Lent him no grace he did not pay it back ! 
‘Tho’ it had been the highest of the high, 
He would have looked it, felt it, acted it, 
As thou couldst ne’er have done! When found 
‘you out | 
You liked him not? It was not ere to-day! 
‘¢ Or that base spirit I must reckon yours, 
‘¢ Which smiles where it would scowl—can stoop 
to hate, | | 
‘¢ And fear to show it!” He was your better, sir, 
And is, aye, is ! though stripped ofrank and wealth, 
His nature’s bove or fortune’s love or spite, 
To blazon or to blur it! [Retires up c., crosses to R. 
Mod. [crosses to HELEN.) I was told 
Much to disparage him—I know not wherefore. 
Hel. And so was I, and know as much the cause. 
[Mopus and HELEN go upc. JULIA comes down R. 
Enter MASTER WALTER, with parchments, L. 
Walt. Joy, my: Julia! Crosses to her. 
o you here, 


What you will, my-girl ! 
Is this a lover? Look! Three thousand pounds 
Per annum for your private charges! Ha! 
‘¢There’s pin money! Is thisalover? Mark 
‘‘ What acres, forests, tenements, are taxed ° 
‘¢For your revenue ; and so set apart, 
‘‘ That finger cannot touch them, save thine own.” 
Is this a lover? What good fortune’s thine ! 
Thou dost not speak; but ’tis the way with joy! 
With richest heart, it has the poorest tongue. 
[Mopus comes down R. of JULIA; HELEN re- 
Mains Up C. 
Mod. ee great good fortune’s this you speak 
of, sir 
Walt.’ A coronet, Master Modus! You behold 
The wife elect, sir, of no less a man 
Than the new Earl of Rochdale—heir of him 
That’s recently deceased. 
““ Hel. My dearest Julia, 
“Much joy to you! 
‘‘ Mod. All good attend’ you, madame!” 
ae letter brings excuses from his lord- 
ship, 
Whose absence it accounts for. He repairs 
To his estate in Lancashire, and thither 
We follow. 
Jul. When, sir ? 
Walt. Now. This very hour! - 
Jul. This very hour! Oh, cruel, fatal haste ! 
Walt. Oh, cruel, fatal haste! What meanest 
thou ? . 
Have I done wrong to do thy bidding, then ? 
I’ve done no more. Thou wast an off-cast bride, 
And wouldst be an affianced one—tbou art so! 
Thou’dst have the slight that marked thee out for 
scorn 
Converted to a means of gracing thee— 
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THE HUNCHBACK. 


“As fate itself had sealed it ! 


| House, chattels, lands and all! A naked bankrupt, 


SCENE J.—A Room in the EARL OF ROCHDALP’S. 


e 


13 


Itisso! ‘If our wishes come too soon, 

‘‘ What can make sure of welcome? In my zeal 
“To win thee thine, thou know’st at any time 
‘‘P'd play the steed, whose will to serve his-lord. 
‘‘With his last breath gives his last bound for him ! 
‘‘ Since only noon have I dispatched what well 
‘‘Had kept a brace of clerks, and more, on foot— 
‘¢ And then, perhaps, had been to do again !— 
‘Not finished, sure, complete—the compact firm 


"| 


“ Jul. Give you thanks! 
‘“‘Tho’ ’twere my death! my death! 

‘‘Walt. Thy death! Indeed, 
‘‘ For happiness like this one well might die !” 
Take thy lord’s letter! 


Enter THOMAS, with a letter, L. 


PECEEEEEEHER EEEFEE EEE FFFETEF 


Well? 
Tho. This letter, sir, 
The gentleman that served Sir Thomas Clifford— 
Or him that was Sir. Thomas—gave to me 
For Mistress Julia‘! 
Jul. Give it me: 
[Throwing away the one she holds. 
Walt. (snatching it.| For what? 
[Hat THOMAS, L. 
Wouldst read it? He’s a bankrupt! stripped of 
title, | 
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With neither purse nor trust! Wouldst read his 
letter ? | 

A beggar—yea, a beggar! Fasts, unless : 

Hedines on alms! How durst he send thee a letter? 

‘‘ A fellow cut on this hand and on that, 

‘¢ Bows, and is cut again, and bows again ! 

‘¢ Who pays you fifty smiles for half a one— 

‘‘And that given grudgingly!” To send you a 
letter ! | 

I burst with choler! Thus I treat his letter ! 

[Tears and throws it on the ground. 

So! I was wrong to let him ruffle me; 

He is not worth the spending anger on! 

I prithee, Master Modus, use dispatch, - 

And presently make ready for our ride. — 

You, Helen, to my Julia look—a change 

Of dresses will suffice. She must have new ones, 

Matches for her new state! Haste, friends! [Hx- 
eunt Mopus and HELEN, R.] My Julia! 

Why stand you poring there upon the ground? 

Time flies. Your rise astounds you? Never heed! 

You'll play my lady countess like a queen ! 

| [kxeunt L. 


ACT IV. 


Enter HELEN, C. D. 


Hel. I’m weary wandering from room to room ; 
A castle, after all, is but a houso— 
The dullest one when lacking company ! 
Were I at home I could be company 
Unto myself. ‘I see not Master Walter. 
‘‘ He’s ever with his ward. I see not her. 
‘‘ By Master Walter will she bide alonc. 
‘‘ My father stops in town. I can’t see him. 
‘¢ My cousin makes his books his company.” 
I'll go to bed and sleep. No—lI’ll stay up 
And plague my cousin into making love! 
For that he loves me shrewdly I suspect. 
How dull he is, that hath not sense to see 
What. lies before him, and.he’d like to find! 
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V’ll change my treatment of him—cross him where 
Before I used to humor him. He comes, 
Poring upon a book 
Enter Movvs, 

What’s that you read ? 

Mod. Latin, sweet cousin 

Hel. ’Tis a naughty tongue, 
I fear, and teaches men to lie. 

Mod. To lie! 

Hel. You study it 
And treat her as you would a crab 
‘T would seem you think her, so you covet her! 
‘‘ Why, how the monster stares and looks about !” 
You construe Latin, and can’t construe that ? 

Mod. { never studied women. 

Hel. No, nor men; 


You call your cousin sweet, 
‘¢ As sour 


Else would you better know their ways, nor read 


In presence of a lad 
[Strikes the book from his hand. 
Mod. Right you say, 
And well you served me, cousin, so to strike 
The volume from my hand. I own my fault 
So please you—may I pick it up again? 
Til put it in my pocket! 
Hel. Pick it up 
He fears me as I were his grandmother ! 
What is the book 
Mod. 'Tis Ovid’s Art of Love 
Hel. That Ovid was a fool ! 
Mod. In what? 
Hel. In that 
To call that thing an art which art is none 
Dfod. And is not love an art? 
Hel. Are you a fool 
As well as Ovid ? 


Love an art! No art 


But taketh time and pains to learn. Love comes 


With neither. Is’t to hoard such grain as that 
You went to college? Better stay at home 
And study homely Englis 
Mod. Nay, you know not 
The argument 
Hel. I don’t? I know it better 
Than ever Ovid did! ‘The face, the form, 
“ The heart, the mind, we fancy, cousin; that’s 
“The argument: Why, cousin, you know nothing.” 
Suppose a lady were in love with thee, 
Couldst thou, by Ovid, cousin, find it out ? 
Couldst find it out wast thou in love thyself ? 
Could Ovid, cousin, teach thee to make love ? 
I could, that never read him. You begin 
With mel qucholy; then to sadness; then 
To sickness: then to dying—but not die ! 
She would not let thee, were she of my mind; 
She’d take compassion on thee. Then for hope ; ; 
From hope to confidence; from confidence 
To boldness; then you'd speak : at first entreat, 
Then urge, then flout, then argue, then enforce, 
Make prisoner of her hand, besiege her waist, 
Threaten her lips with storming. keep thy word, 
My sampler ’gainst thy Ovid! 
[ Crosses L. 
Why, cousin, are you frightened, that you stand 
As you were stricken dumb ? The case is clear 
You are no soldier. You'll ne’er win a battle. 
You care too much for blows! 
Mod. You wrong me there. 
At school I was the champion of my form, 
And since I went to college— 
Hel. That for college! 
(Crosses R., and jullips with her jingers. 
Mod. Nay, bear me ! 


And carry her! 
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THE HUNCHBACK 


{Act IV, Scene 1 


aa Attia int 6 


Hel. Well? What since you went to college ? 
‘© ¥ou know what men are set down for, who boast 
‘‘ Of their own bravery. Go on, brave cousin !” 
What since you went to college? Was there not 
One Quentin Halworth there? You know there was, 
And that he was your master ! 
Mod. He wy master ! 
Thrice was he worsted by me. 
Hel. Still was he - 
Your master. 
Mod. He allowed I had the best— 
Allowed it, mark me! Nor to me alone, 
But twenty I could name. 
Hel. And mastered you 
At last! Confess it, cousin, ’tis the truth. 
A proctor’s daughter you did both affect— 
Look at me and deny it! Of the twain 
She more affected you. I’ve caught you now, 
‘‘ Bold cousin! Mark you! Opportunity. 2 
An opportunity she gave you, sir— 
Deny it if you can !—but though to others, 
When you discoursed of her you were a rts 
To her you were a wick that would not lizht, 
Though held in the very fire! And so he won her— 
Won her, because he wooed her like a man, 
For all your cuffings, cuffing you again 
With most usurious interest. Now, sir, 
Protest that you are valiant ! 
Mod. Cousin Helen! 
Hel. Well, sir ? 
Mod. The tale is all a forgery 
Hel. A forgery 
Mod. From first to last: ne’er spoke I 
To a proctor’s daughter while I was at college. 
Hel. It was a scrivener’s, then—or somebody’s 
But what concerns it whose? Enough, you loved 
er 
And, shame upon you, let another take her ! 
Mod. Cousin, I tell you, if you’ll only hear me, 
I loved no woman while I was at college— 
[pave one, and her I fancied ere I went there. 
Hel. Indeed! [Aside.] Now I'll retreat, if he’s 
advancin 
‘‘Comes he not on? Oh, what a stock’s the man !” 
[Aloud.] Well, cousin? 
Moa. Well?’ What more wouldst have me say? 
I think I’ve said enough. 
Hel. And so think I. 
I did but jest with you. You are not angry ? 
Shake hands! Why, cousin, do you squeeze me so? 
Mod. [letting her go.| I swear I squeezed you not ! 
aa You did not? 
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. No. 

Pll ‘die if I did! 

Hel. Why, then, you did not, cousin : 
So let’s shake hands again. [He takes her hand 

as before. ] Oh, go and now 

Read Ovid! Cousin, will you tell me one thing: 
Wore lovers ruffs in Master Ovid’s time ? 
Behooved him teach them, then, to put them on— 
And that you have to learn. Hold up your head! 
Why, cousin, how you blush. Plague on the ruff! 
I cannot give’t a set. You're blushing still! 
‘Why do you blush,dear cousin ? So, ’ ‘twill beat me! 
‘¢Tll give it up. 

‘‘ Mod. Nay, prithee, don’t—try on! 

‘¢ fel. And if I do, I fear you'll think me bold. 

“ Mod. For what? | 

‘¢ Hel. To trust my face so near to thine. 

‘6 Mod. I know not what you mean. 

‘¢ Hel. Y'm glad you don’t !” 
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Cousin, I own, right well behaved you are, 
Most marvelously well behaved! They’ve bred 
| You well at college. With another man 
| My lips would pe in danger! Hang the ruff! 
| Mod. Nay; give it, up, nor plague thyself, dear 
| cousin. 
Hel. Dear fool! [Throws the ruff on the ground. 
I swear the ruff is good for. just 
As little as its master! There !—'tis spoiled— 
Youwll have to get another. Hie for it, 
And wear it in the fashjon of a wisp, 

Ere I adjust it for thee! Farewell, cousin! . 
You’ve need to study Ovid’s Art of Love. [Fait Rr. 
Mod. Went she in anger? I will follow her— 

No, I will not! “Heigho! I love my cousin! 

Oh, would that she loved me! Why did she 
taunt me 

With backwardness in love ? What could she mean? 

Sees she I love her, and so laughs at me, 

Because I lack the front to woo her? Nay, — 

I'll woo her, then! Her lips shall be in danger © 

When next she trusts them near me! Looked she 

at me | 

| To-day as never did she look before ! 

‘‘ A bold heart, Master Modus! ’Tis a saying, 

‘‘ A faint one never won fair lady yet. 

“Tl woo my cousin, come what will on’t. Yes!” 

[Begins to read, puuses, and thrusts book into his 

bosom. 
Hang Ovid’s Art of Love ! 
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I'll woo my cousin ! 
[Brit R. 


ScENE II.—The Banqueting-room in the EARL OF 
ROCHDALE’s Mansion. 


Enter MASTER WALTER and JULIA, L. U. &. He 
walks across to a chair, brings it forward and 
sits R. C.; she stands L. 


Walt. This is the banqueting-room. 
see’st as far 
It leaves the last behind, as that excels 
The former ones. All is proportion here, 
And harmony! Observe! The massy pillars 
| May well look proud to bear the lofty dome. 
| “You mark those full-length portraits? They’re 


Thou 
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the heads, 
‘‘The stately heads, of his ancestral line. 
‘‘ Here, o’er the feast, they aptly still preside ! 
‘‘ Mark those medallions! Stand they forth or not 
‘‘In bold and fair relief?” . Is not this brave? 
Jul. [abstractedly.] It is. 
Walt. It should be so. To cheer the blood 
That flows in noble veins is made the feast 
That gladdens here! ‘‘ You see this drapery ? 
‘Tig richest velvet! Fringe and tassels gold! 
‘Ts not this costly ? 
“6 Jul. Yes. . 
‘‘ Walt. And chaste the while? 
‘‘ Both chaste and costly ? 
“6 Jul. Yes.” | 
Walt. (gets up and crosses to.., points off L. for 
mirror.] Come hither! There’s a mirror 
for you. See! 
One sheet from floor to ceiling! Look into it. 
Salute its-:mistress! Dost not know her? 
Jul. [sighing deeply.) Yes! 
| ‘¢ Walt. And sighest thou toknow her? Wait 
ubtil 
‘¢ To-morrow, when the banquet shall be spread 
‘¢In the fair hall; the guests, already bid, 
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| Pil show you now the lodging rooms. [Goes, then 


| Let it be till after dinner, then. Yet one 


|‘“That part it from its wish. So proved the page, 
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‘¢ Around it; here her lord, and there herself, 
‘“‘ Presiding o’er the cheer that hails him bride- 
groom : 
‘¢ And her the happy bride! Dost hear me? 
“‘ Jul. [sighing still more deeply.| Yes.” 
Walt. These are the day-rooms only, we have 
seen, 
For public and domestic uses kept. 


turns, and observes JULIA standing per- 
fectly abstracted.) You're tired. — 


I'd like thee much to.see—the bridal chamber. 

[JULIA starts, crosses her hands upon her breast, 
and looks upwards. 

I see you're tired ; yet is it worth the viewing, 

If only for the tapestry, which shows 

The needle like the pencil glow with life. [She 
sits on the chair MASTER WALTER has risen 
Jrom,R.c. Het. 

The story’s of a page who loved the dame 

He served—a princess! ‘‘ Love’s a heediless thing, 

‘‘ That never takes account of obstacles ; 

‘‘ Makes plains of mountains, rivuicts of seas, 


‘Who from a state so lowly looked so high— 
‘¢ But love’s a greater lackwit still than this. 
*“ Say . aspires—that’s gain. Love stoops—that’s 
oss ! 7  s 
‘‘You know what comes.” The princess loved the 


page. 

Shall I go on, or here leave off ? 
Jul. Go on. 
Walt. Each side of the. chamber shows a differ- 

ent stage 

Of this fond youth and fonder lady’s love.* 

‘‘ First—no, it is not that. | 
“ Jul. Oh, recollect! 
‘“ Walt. And yet it is! ° 

» “ Jul. No doubt it is. What is’t ? 

‘“ Walt. He holds to her a salver, with a cup; 

‘‘ His cheek more mantling with his passion than 

‘The cup with the ruby wine. She heeds him not, 

‘For too great heed of him—but seems to hold 

‘‘ Debate betwixt her passion and her pride, -. 

‘¢ That's like to Jose the day. You read it in 

‘“‘ Her vacant eye, knit brow, and parted lips, 

‘ Which speak a heart too busy all within 

‘To note what’s done without: Like you the tale ? 
6 Jul. 1 list to every word. a 
“ Walt. The next side paints | 

‘The page upon his knee. He has told his tale, 

‘“‘And found that, when he lost his heart, he played 

‘No losing game, but-won a richer one! | 

‘‘ There may you read in him how love would seem 

‘‘Most humble .when most bold—you question 

which . 

‘‘ Appears to kiss her hand—his breath or lips! 

‘In her you read how wholly lost is she 

‘* Who trusts her heart to love. Shall I give o’er ? 
““ Jul. Nay, tell it to the end. Is’t melancholy ? 


* In representation the passages following this aro curtailed 
and the scone runs as follows: Master Walter continues: 
Walt. The first side paints the passion in the dawn— 
In the next side ‘tis shining open day— ‘ 

In the third there’s clouding—I but touch on these 
To make a long tale brief, and bring thee to 
The last side. 

Jul. What shows that ? 

Walt. The fate of love 
Phat will not be advised. The scene’s a dungeon; 
Its ee is the page—he lies in fetters. 
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Jul. Hard! 
Hard as the stcel, the hands that put them on! 


SE, 


pi Sada RS a ala a ada SEAS Se ila Se Si ata ic a a aii ela le - 


2 

' 16 THE HUNCHBACK. ° | [Act IV, Scene 2. 

| Sir a a ee ee! 

| a ‘Walt. To answer that would mar the story. Friendship comes nearest to’t ; but put it m, 

| “Jul. Right. . And friendship kicks the beam! Weigh. nothing z 

| 6 Walt. The third side now we come ‘to. ’gainst it! 

| Jul. What shows that ? . Weigh love against the world ! 

|“ Walt. The page and princess still. But) ‘‘ Yet are they happy that have naught to say to it. 
stands her sire Walt. “ And such a one art thou. Who wisely 


res pene them. Stern he grasps his daughter's wed, 
“Wed happily. The love thou speak’st of 
s Whose e eyes like fountains play ; ; while through |“ A flower is only, that its season has, 
her tears | ‘* Which they must look to see the withering of, 
. Her passion shines as through the fountain- drops | ‘‘ Who pleasure in its budding and its bloom! 
' “The sun! His minions crowd around the page ! | ‘* But wisdom is the constant evergreen, 
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3, ‘‘ They drag him to a dungeon. ‘6 Which lives the whole’ year throngh I Be that 
4 “6 Jul. Hapless youth ! your flower !” 
3 “Walt. Hapless, indeed, that’s twice a cap- Enter a SERVANT, L 
¢ tive! heart Well? 
¢ ‘And body both in bonds. But that’s-thechain | Ser. My lord’s secretary is without. 
3: “Which balance cannot weigh, rule measure, | He brings a letter for her ladyship, 
_ ee touch And craves admittance to her. 
t! ‘¢ Define the texture of, or eye detect, Walt. Show him in. 
+' « That's forgéd by the subtle craft of love! - Jul. No! 
. ‘No need to tell you that he wears it.. Such Walt. Thou must see him. To show slight to him 
7 ‘“The cunning of the hand that plied the loom, | Were slighting him that sent him. Show him in! 
3: ‘* You’ve but to mark the straining of his eye [Hatt SERVANT, L. 
$i «To feel the coil yourself ! Some errand proper for thy private ear, 
‘* Jul. I feel’t without ! Besides the letter. What's the matter? Why 
‘““You’ve finished with the third side; now the | This paleness and this trembling? Mark me, Julia! | 
fourth. If from these nuptials which thyself invited, 
| ‘Walt. It brings us to a dungeon, then. Which at thy seeking came, thou wouldst be 
t ‘‘ Jul. The page, freed, 
t *¢ The thrall of love, more thanthe dungeon'sthrall, Thou bast gone too far! Receding were disgrace, 
¢| ‘Is there ? Sooner than see thee suffer which, the hearts 
‘“‘ Walt. He is. He lies in fetters.” That love thee most would wish thee dead! Re- 
Jul. Hard— flect ! 
| Hard as the steel—the hands that put them on!‘ |Take thought! Collect thyself! ! With dignity 
|. Walt. Some one unrivets them. Receive thy bridegroom’s messenger! for sure 
~; Jul.°The princess? Tis! As dawns to-morrow’s sun, to-morrow night 
| Wait. It is another page. Sees thee a wedded bride ! [Exit L. 
} Jul? It is herself! | Jul. [alone.] A wedded bride ? 
Walt. Her skin is fair, and hisis berry-brown. |Isitadream’ ‘‘Isita phantasm? ’Tis 
-¢| His locks are raven black, and hers are gold. __—_{ ‘‘ Too horrible for reality! for aught else 
Jul. Love’s cunning at disguises! spite of locks, | ‘‘'Too palpable !’ Ob, would it were a dream! 
+, Skin, vesture—it is she, and only she! How would I bless the sun that waked me from it! 
' What will not constant woman do for love, - ““T perish! Like some desperate mariner, 
‘$i That’s loved with constancy ! sad ber the task,: | ‘‘ Impatient of a strange and hostile land, 
‘$| Virtue approving, that will baffle her! ‘‘'Who rashly boists his sail and puts to sea, 
$| O’ertax her stooping, patience, courage, wit! ‘¢ And being fast on reefs and quicksands borne, 
My life upon it, ’tis the princess’ self, ‘¢ Essays in vain once more to make the land, 
3| Transformed into a page! ‘Whence wind and current drive him,” I am 
| Walt. The dungeon “door wrecked 
3 Stands open, and you see beyond— By mine own act! What! no escape? no hope ? 
Jul. Her father! | None! I must e’en abide these hated nuptials! 
t Wuilt. No, a steed. Hated! Aye, own it, and then curse thyself, 
4] IU, [starting up.] Oh, welcome steed, That mad’st the bane thou loathest—for the love 
$| My heart bounds at the thought of thee! Thou|Thou bear’st to one who never can be thine! 
} com’st | Yes, love!: Deteive thyself no longer. False 
5 To bear the page from bonds to liberty. To say ’tis pity for his fall—‘“‘ respect, 
; What else ? ‘¢‘ Engendered by a hollow world’s disdain, 
+; Walt. (rising.| The story’s told. ‘‘Which hoots whom fickle fortune cheers no 
$| Jul. Too briefly told! more 
~| Oh, bappy princess, that had wealth and state, | ‘‘ Tis none of these.” ’Tis love! and if not love, 
~| To lay them down for love! ‘‘ Whose constant love | Why, then, idolatry! Aye, that’s the name 
3| ‘‘ Appearances approved, ‘not falsified ! To speak the broadest, deepest, strongest passion 
¢| ‘A winner in thy loss as well as gain.” That ever woman’s heart was ‘borne away by! 
$ Walt. Weighs love so much ? He comes! Thou’dst play the lady—play it now! 
¢| Jul. What would you weigh ’gainst love Enter SERVANT, L., conducting CLIFFORD, plainly | 
+| That’s true? Tell me with what you'd turn the attired, as EARL OF ROCHDALE’s Secretary. | 
$ scale— Ser. His lordship’s secretary. [vit n. 
$| Yea, make the index waver? Wealth ? A feather!) Jul. Speaks he not ? 
+, Rank? Tinsel against bullion in the balanco! | Or does he wait for orders to unfold 
;| The love of kindred? That to set ’gainst love! {His business? Stopped his business till I spoke, 
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| 
It turns them into strangers. What I am 
| 
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Td hold my peace’ forever ! [Currrorp ‘cross lin his vocation. 80! ! Is this the letter ? 
presenting a letter.| Does he kneel ? ’Tis upside down, and here I’m poring on’t ! 

A lady am I to my heart’s content! Most fit I let him see me play the fool! 

Could he unmake me that which claims his knee, | Shame! let me be myself 

I'd kneel to him—I would! I would! Your will? 


| Qf. This letter from my lord. | SERVANT enters, R., with materials for writing. 
| Jul. Oh, fate! who speaks ? A table, sir, : 
Clif. The secretary of my lord. [Rises. | And chair.” [The SERVANT brings a table and 
{ Jul. I breathe ! chair R., and goes out. She sits awhile, 
I could have sworn ’twashe! [Makes an effort to vacantly gazing on the letter, then looks at 
bd lookat him,but ts unable. Solike the voice— CLIFFORD.] How plainly shows his hum- 
I dare not look, lest there the form should stand ! ble suit ! 
3] How came he by that voice? Tis Clifford’s voice, | It fits not him that wears it! Ihave wronged him! 
Bf If ever Clifford spoke! ‘‘ My fears come back.” | He can’t be happy—does not look it—is not ! 
Clifford the secretary of my lord! j That eye which reads the ground 1s argument 
| Fortune hath freaks, but none so mad as that! ‘Enough. He loves me! ‘There I let him stand, 
It cannot be! it should not be! a look, And I am sitting! [Rises and points to a chair. ‘ 
And all were set at rest. [Tries to look at him Pray you, take achair. [He bows, as ac- 
again, but cannot.| So strong my fears, knowledging ‘and declining the honor. She 
Dread to confirm them takes away the power looks at him awhile. 


To try and end them! Come the worst, I'll look. | Clifford; why don’t you speak tome? [{ Weeps. 
[She tries again, and is again unequal to | Clif. I trust 
the task. Yow’re happy. 
I'd sink before him if I met his eye! : Jul. Happy! Very, very happy ! 
Cus. we please your ladyship to take the let- | You see I weep, Iam so happy! Tears’. 
ter 


Are signs, you know, of naught but happiness. 
Jul. Thore Clifford speaks again! Not Clifford's When first I saw you, little did I look 


. breath To be so happy! Clifford! 
Could more make Clifford’s voice! Not Clifford’s, Clif, Madame? 
tongue | Jul. Madame! 


I call thee Clifford, and thou call’st me madame ! ! 
Clif. Such the address my duty stints me to. 
Thou art the wife elect of a proud earl 
‘Whose humble secretary sole am I. | 
Jul. Most right! Ihad forgot! I thank you, sir, 
For so reminding me; and give you joy 


And lips more frame it into Clifford’s speech ! 
| A question, and ’tis over! Know I you? 
Clif. Reverse of fortuno, lady, changes friends— |! 


I have not always been! 
Jul, Could I not name you? 


e 


.Clif. If your disdain for one perhaps too bold, | That what, I see, had been a burthen to you, 
When hollow fortune called him favorite— [Is fairly off your hands. 


: “‘ Now by her fickleness perforce reduced Clif. A burthen to me! © 
{| “To take an humble tone ”—would suffer you— | ‘‘ Mean you yourself? Are you that burthen, Julia ?” 
Jul. I might ? | Say that.the.sun’s a burthen to the.earth ! 
Clif. You might ! Say that the blood’s a burthen to the heart ! 
Jul. Ob, Clifford ! is it you ? Say health’s a burthen, peace, contentment, joy, 
— CWS. Your answer to my lord. [Gives the letter. | Fame, riches, honors ; everything that man 
Jul. Your lord! | Desires, and gives the name of blessing to! 
Cuf. Wilt write it, E’en such a burthen Julia were to me, 
Or will it please you send a verbal one ? Had fortune let me wear her. 
Ill bear it faithfully. Jul. (aside.] On the brink 
Jul. You'll bear it? Of what a precipice I’m standing! Back! 
Clif. Madame, Back! while the faculty remains to do’t! 
Your pardon, but my haste is somewhat urgent. | A minute longer, not the whirlpool’s self 
¢| My lord’s impatient, and to use dispatch More sure to suck thee down. One effort! [Sits.] 
Were his repeated orders. There! [Recovers her self-possession, takes 
Jul. Orders? Well, [ Takes letter. up the letter and reads. 
V'll read the letter, sir. °*Tis right you mind | To wed to-morrow night! Wed whom? A man 
His lordship's orders. They are paramount! Whom I can never love! I should before 
: Nothing should supersede them-—stand beside | Have thought of that. To-morrow night ! This hour 
$ them! . To-morrow! Howl tremble! ‘“ Happy bands, 
; They merit all your care, and have it! Fit, ‘‘' To which my heart such freezing welcome gives, 
| Most fit they should! Give me the letter, six ‘“‘ As sends an ague through me!” At what means 
Cuf. You have it, madame. Will not the .desperate snatch! What’s honor’s 
Jul. So! How-poor a thing | price ? 
$! I look! so lost, while he is all himself! Nor friends, nor lovers—no, nor life itself! 
Have I no pride? [She rings ; the SERVANT en- Clifford! This moment leave me! 
. ters R.] Paper, and pen and ink! ecgfaleley retires up the stage, out of ud man 
al [Eat SERVANT, R. he gone ? 
If he can freeze, ’tis time that I grow cold!. Oh, docile lover! Do his mistress’ wish 
I'll read the letter. Orie it, and holds it as That went against his own! . Do it so soon — 
about to read it.) Mind his orders! So! | Ere well ’twas uttered! No good-bye to her! | 
+| Quickly he fits his habits to his fortunes ! No word! no look! *T'was best, that so he went ! 
+| He serves my lord with-all his will—bis heart’s | Alas, the strait of her who owns that best, 
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Which last a wish were done! What’s left me ' Enter MASTER WALTER, R. U. E., comes down BR. 
now ? | Walt. Ha! What’s this? 
To weep!. To weep! |Ha! treason! What! my baronet that was, 


[Leans her head upon her arm, which rests upon My secretary now! Your servant, sir! 
the desk, her other arm hanging listlessly at her  Is’t thus you: do the pleasure of your lord— 
side. CLIFFORD comes down the staye, looks a: ‘‘ That for your: service feeds you, clothes you, 


moment at her, approaches her, and kneeling, pays you ? 
takes her hand. '‘* Or tak’st thou -but the name of his dependent ?” 
Clif. My Julia! 


| What's here f—a letter! [Snatches letter from 
Jui. Here again ? table, R.] Fifty crowns to one 

Up! up! By all thy hopes of Heaven, go hence! A forgery! I’m wrong. It is his hand. . 

To stay’s perdition to me! Look you, Clifford! | This proves thee double traitor! 

| Were there a grave where thou art kneeling now | Clif. Traitor! 


| I’d walk into’t, and be inearthed alive, Jul. Nay, : 
Ere taint should touch my name! Should some: Control thy wrath, good Master Walter. Do, 


And see thee kneeling thus! Let go my hand! WALTER retires up the stage, k., with letter, and 


Remember, Clifford, ’m a promised bride! remains there till CLIFFORD is off. ] Isee 


And take thy arm away! It bas no right For me thou bearest this, and thank thee, Clifford ! 


To clasp my waist! Judge you so poorly of me, | As thou hast truly shown thy heart to me, 


As think Pll suffer this? My. honor, sir! So truly I to thee have opened mine! 


[ She breaks from him, quitting her seat. 


| 
| one come | And Pll persuade him to go hence. [MasTER 
Time flies! To-morrow, if thy love can find 
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I’m glad you’ve forced me to respect myself — A way, such as thou saidst, for my enlargement— 

You'll find that I can do so! By any means thou canst, apprize me of it— 
Cif. “I was bold— And, soon asshown, I'll take it. 

There was a time I held your hand unchid— Jul. He is—this moment! If thou covet’st me, 


There was a time I micht have clasped your waist !| Win me and wear me! -May I trust thee? Oh! 
I had forgot that time was past and gone ! If that’s thy soul that’s looking through thine eyes, 
I pray vou, pardon me! Thou lov’st me, and I may! I sicken, lest | 


| “‘ Forgetful of your station and my own.” Walt. [R.] Is he gone? 
| Jul. ‘[softened. ] Edo so, Clifford. I never see thee more! 

Clif. I shall no more offend. Clif. As life is mine, 

Jul. Make sure of that. The ring that goes thy wedding finger on, 

| No longer is it fit thou keep’st thy post No hand save mine shall place there! — 

In’s lordship’s household. .Giveitup! Aday—| Walt. Lingers he? 

An hour remain not in it! Jul. For my sake now away! ‘ And yet a word! 
Clif. Wherefore ? ‘¢ By all thy hopes most dear, be-true to me! 
Jul. Live — {Go,now! Yetstay!” Oh, Clifford, while you're 

In the same house with me, and I another’s? here 

Put miles, put leagues between us! The sameland I’m like a bark distressed and compassless, . 

Should not contain us. “‘ Oceans should divide us—! That by a beacon steers; when you’re away 

‘‘ With barriers of constant tempests—such That bark alone, and tossing roiles at sea! 

‘As mariners durst not tempt!” Oh, Clifford!! Now go! Farewell! My compass—beacon—land! 

Clifford ! When shall mine eyes be blessed with thee agaln ! 

Rash was the act, so light that gave me up, Clif. Farewell ! (Baty 

That stung a woman’s pride, and drove hermad.—| Jul. Art gone? All’s care! All’s chance! All's 

Till, in her frenzy, she destroyed her peace ! darkness! (Isledoffby MASTER WALTER, R. 

Oh, ‘it was rashly done! Had you reproved— . a eee, 

Expostulated—had you reasoned with me— 

Tried to find out what was indeed my heart— AOT V. 
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I would have shown it—you’d have seen it—all Scene I.—An Apartment in the Ean. OF 
ae 


Had been as naught can ever be again! 

Clif. Lov’st thou me, Julia? RocHDaLe's. 

Jul. Dost thou ask me, Clifford ? Enter HELEN and FATHOM, L. 

Clif. These nuptials may be shunned— Fath. The long and the short of it is this—if | 

Jul. With honor ? she marries this lord, she?] break her heart! I: 

Clif. Yes. wish you could see her, madame. Poor lady! 

Jul. Then take me! Hold !—hear me, and take | Hel. How looks she, 'prithee ? 

me then ! Fath. Marry, for all the world like a dripping | 

Let not thy passion be my counselor ! wet cambric handkerchief! She bas no color nor ' 
Deal with me, Clifford, as my brother. Be strength in her, and does nothing but w eep—Ppoor - 
The jealous guardian of my spotless name! lady ! 
Scan thou my cause as ’twere thy sister’s! Let Hel. Tell me again, what said she to thee? 
Thy scrutiny o’erlook no point, of it— Fath. She offered me.all she was mistress of, to 
And turn.it oer, not once, but many a time; take the letter to Master Clifford. She drew her 
That flaw, speck, yea, the shade of one—a soil purse from her pocket—her ring from her finger | 
So slight, not one out of a thousand eyes —her ear-rings from her ears; but I was forbid: 
Could find it out—may not escape thee; then den and refused. And now Tm sorr y for it! Poor , 
Say if these nuptials can be shunned with honor ! | lady! 

Clif. They can. Hel. Thou shouldst be sorry. Thou hast a hard 

Jul. Then take me, Clifford! [They embrace. | heart, Fathom. 
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Act V, Scene 1.) 


Fath. I, madame! My heart is as soft as a wo-! 


man’s. You should have seen me when I came 
out of her chamber—poor lady! 

Hel. Did you ery ? 

Fath. No; but I was as near it as possible. I a: 


hard heart? I would do anything to serve her, | 


poor sweet lady! — 


Hel. Willyoutake herletter, asks she you again? | 
' And have them in the hall when I come down. 


Fath. No—I am forbid. 

Hel. Will you help Master Clifford to an inter- 
view with her ? 

Fath. No—Master Walter would find it out. 

‘ ae Will you contrive to get me into her cham- 
er 

Fath. No—you would get me into mischief. 

Hel. Goto! You would do nothing to ser ve| 
her. You a soft heart! You have no heart at all! 
You feel not for her ! 

Fath. But I tell you I do—and good right I 
have to feel for her. I have been in love myself. 

Hel. With your dinner! 

Fath. I would it had been! My pain would have 
soon been over, and at little cost. A fortune 
I squandered upon her! trinkets—trimmings—, 
treatings—what swallowed up the revenue of a 
whole year! Wasn’t I in love? Six months I 
courted her, and a dozen crowns, all but one, did 
I disburge for her in that time! Wasn’t I in love? 
An hostler, a tapster, and a constable courted! 
her at the same time, and I offered to cudgel the 
whole three of them for her! Wasn't I in love ? 

Hel. You are a valiant man, Fathom. 

Fath. Am not I? Walks not tho earth the man 
I am afraid of! 

Hel. Fear you not Master Walter ? 

Fath. No. 


Fath. 

Hel. Vl prove it to you. You see him breaking 
your young mistress’ heart, and have not the 
manhood to stand by her. 

Fath. What could I do for her ? 

Hel. Let her out of prison. It were the act of 
@ man ! 

Fath. That man am IT! 

Hel. Well said, brave Fathom ! 

Fath. But my place ? 

Hel. T’ll provide thee with a better one. 

Fath. 'Tis a capital place! So little to do, and! 
so much to get for’t. Six pounds in the year; two 
suits of livery ; shoes and stockings. and a famous 
larder. He’d be a bold man that would put such 
a place in jeopardy. My place, madame, my place ! 

Hel. I tell thee I will provide thee with'a better 
Dae Thou shalt have less to do and more to 
get Now, Fathom, hast thou courage to stand 

y thy Toistress ? 

Fath. I have! 

Hel. That’s right. 

Fath. V'll let my lady out. 

Enter MASTER WAL'ER, C., wnperceived. 

Hel. That’s right. When, Fathom ? 

Fath. To-night. 

Hel. She is to be married to-night. 

Fath. This evening, then. Master Walter is 


now in the library; the key is on the outside, and Now 


Ll Jock him in. 

Hel. Excellent! -You'll.do it? 

Fath. Rely upon it. How he'll stare when he 
finds himself a prisoner, and my young lady at 
liberty ! 
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| I have no skill, not I, in feeling pulses. 
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Hel. Most excellent! You'll be sure to do it? 

Fath. Depend upon me! When Fathom un- 
dertakes a thing he defies fire and water— 

Walt. [coming forward.| Fathom! 

Fath. Sir! 

Walt. Meena straight the servants. 

Fath. Yes, sir! 

Walt. Mind, 


Fath. Yes, sir! 

‘Wait. And see you do not stir a step, 
But where I order you. 

Fath. Not an inch, sir! 

Walt. See that you don’t—away ! [Hat FatH- 

OM, L.] So, my fair mistress, 
What's this ‘you have been plotting? An escape 
For mistress Julia ? 

Hel. I avow it. 

Walt. Do you? 

Hel. Yes; and moreover to your face I tell-you, 
Most hardly do you use her. 

Walt. Verily! 

Hel. I wonder where’s her spirit! Had she mine 
She would not take’t so easily. Do you mean | 
To force this marriage on her? 

Walt. With your leave. 

Hel. You laugh. 

Walt. Without it, then. I don’t Jaugh now. 

Hel. If I were she, I'd find a way to escape. ° 

Walt. What would you do? 

‘Hel. I'd leap out of the window ! 

Walt. Your window should be barred. 

Hel. Yd cheat you still! 

Pd hang myself ere I'd be forced to marry ! 

Walt. Well said! you shall be married, then, 

to-night ! 

Hel. Married to-night ! 

Walt. As sure as I have said it. 

Hel. Two words to that. Pray, who’s to be my 

bridegroom ? 

Walt. A daughter’s bridegroom is her father’s 

choice. 

Hel. My father’s daughter ne’er shall wed such 

bridegroom. 

Walt. Indeed ! 

Hel. I'll pick a husband for myself. 

Walt. Indced ! 

_ Hel. Indeed, sir; and indeed again! 

Walt. Go dress you for the marriage ceremony. 

Hel. But, Master Walter, what is it you mean ? 


Enter Mopvs, R 


Walt. Here comes your souein he shall be your 
bridesman ! 

The thought’s a sudden one—that will excuse 
Defect in your appointments. A plain dress— . 
So ’tis of white—will do. 

Hel. Yl dress in black. ., 
I'll quit the castle. 

Walt. That you shall not do. 
Its doors are guarded by my lord’s domestics ; 
Its avenues—its grounds; what you must do, 
Do with a good grace. In an hour, or less, 
Your father will be here. Make up your mind 
‘To take with thankfulness the man he gives you. 
aside] if they find not out how beat their 

earts 

[ Exit L. 
HELEN and Monvs stand at opposite wings, 
make a long pause, then bashfully look at 
each other. 
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Hel. Why, cousin Modus! What! Will you! 
stand by 

And see me forced to marry? Cousin Modus, 
Have you not got a tongue? Have you not eyes? 
Do you not see I’m very—very ill, 
' And not a chair in all the corridor ? 
Mod. T'll find one 1n thestudy. [ Goes toward c. D. 
Hel. Hang the study ! 
Mod. My room’s at ha 


| 
| 
| 
| 


nd. Ill fetch one thence. 
, Going R. 
Hel. You shan’t ! 

I'll faint ere you come back ! 
Mod. What shall I do? 
Hel. Why don't you offer to support me? Well? 

Give me your arm—be quick! [Monus offers his 

arm.| Is that the way 

To help a lady when she’s like to faint ? 

I'll drop unless you catch me! [Falls against 

him—he supports her.) That will do; 

I’m better now. |He offers to leave her.| Don't 

leave me! Is one well 

Because one’s better? Hold my hand. Keep so. 

‘‘T’ll soon recover, so you move not. [Aside.} 

Loves he, - 
‘¢ Which I’ll be sworn he does, he'll own it now.” 
[Aloud.] Well, cousin Modus ? 
Mod. Well, sweet cousin ? 
fiel. Well? 
You heard what Master Walter said ? 
Mod. I did. 
Hel. And would you have me marry? Can't 
you speak? 
Say yes or no. 
Mod. No, cousin. 
Hel. Bravely said! 

And why, my gallant cousin ? 

Mod. Why? 
Hel. Ab, why! 

Women, vou know, are fond of reasons. Why 

Would you not have me marry? How you look! 

‘Ig it because you do not know the reason ?” 

You mind me of a story of a cousin 

Who once her cousin such a question asked. 

He had not been to college, though. for books— 

Had passed his time in reading ladies’ eyes, 

Which he could construe marvelously. well, 

‘‘Though writ in language all symbolical.” 

Thus stood they once together, on a day— 

As we stand now—discoursed as we discourse— 

‘‘ But with this difference: fifty gentle words 

‘‘ He spoke to her for one she spoke to him! 

‘‘ What a dear cousin! Well, as I did say,” 

As now I questioned thee, she questioned him, 

And what was his reply? To think of it 

Sets my heart beating—’twas so kind a one! 

So like a cousin’s answer—a dear cousin ! 

A gentle, honest, gallant, loving cousin! 

What did he say ? 

Mod. On my soul I can’t tell. 
Hel. A man might find it out, 

Though never read he Ovid’s Art of Love. 

What did he say? He’d marrv her himself ! 

How stupid are you, cousin! Let me go! 

Mod. You are not well yet. 

Hel. Yes. 

Mod. I’m sure you're not. 

Hel. I'm sure I am. 

Mod. Nay, let me hold you, cousin! 

like it. 

Hel. ‘Do you? I would wager you 

‘¢ You could not tell me why you like it. 
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CHBACK.. _ [Act V, Scene 2 


‘‘ You see how true I know you ‘” How you stare! 
What see you in my face to wonder at? 
Mod. A pair of eyes! 
Hel. “‘ [aside.] At last he'll find his tongue.” 
[Aloud.] And saw you ne’er a pair of eyes before? 
Mod. Not such a pair. 
‘¢ Hel. And why ? 
‘‘ Mod. They are so bright! 
‘You have a Grecian nose.” 
Hel. Indeed ? 
_ Mod. Indeed... 
Hel. What kind of mouth have I? 
Mod. A handsome one. 
I never saw so sweet a pair of lips! 
I ne’er saw lips at all till now, dear cousin! 
Hel. Cousin, I’m well ; you need not hold me now. 
Do you not hear? J] tell you I am well! 
I need your arm no longer—take’t away ! 
So tight it locks me, ’tis with pain I breathe! . 
Let me go, cousin! Wherefore do you hold 
Your face so close to mine? ‘What do you mean! 
Mod. You've questioned me, and now I'll ques- 
tion you. 
Hel. What would you learn ? 
Mod. The use of lips ? 
Hel. To speak. 
Mod. Naught else ? 
Hel. *‘ How bold my modest cousin grows!” 
Why, other use know you? 
Mod. { do. 
‘Hel. Indeed ! 
You’re wondrous wise! And pray what is it? 


Mod. This! [Attempts to kiss her. 
Hel. Soft! My hand thanks you, cousin—for 
my lips, 
I keep ‘them for a husband! [Crosses r.] Nay, 
stand off! ; 


I'll not be held in manacles again ! 
Why do you follow me ? 
Mod. I love you, cousin ! 
Hel. Oh, cousin, say you so! 
strange : 
‘Falls out most crossly—is a dire mishap—” 
A thing to sigh for, weep for, languish for, 
And die for! 
Mod. Die for! 
Hel. Yes, with laughter, cousin ! 
For, cousin, I love you! . 
Mod. And you'll be mine ? 
Hel. I will. 
Mod. Your hand upon it. 
Hel. Hand and heart. 
Hie to thy dressing-room, and I'll to mine- 
Attire thee for the altar—so willI. | 
Whoe’er may claim me, thou’rt the man shall 
have me. 
Away! Dispatch! But hark you, ere you go, 
Ne’er brag of reading Ovid’s Art of Love! ‘ 
Mod. And cousin! stop—one little word with :¢ 
you! [Beckons HELEN over tu him, snate 
a kiss. She runs off n.; he takes the book 
Jrom his bosom which he had put therein for-— 
mer scene, looks at it, throws it down. Exit. | 


That’s passing 


SCENE IJ.—JULIA’s Chamber. 
Enter JULIA, L. 


Jul. No word from him, and evening now setin! 
Ho cannot play me false! His messenger 
Is dogged—or letter intercepted. I’m 
Beset with spies! Norescue! No escape! 
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Your lord will soon be here. The guests collect. |‘‘So soon fulfillment realized them all! 
Jul. [R.] Show me some way to ’scape these; Enough. You came to womanhood. Your heart 
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Act V, Scene 2.] THE HUNCHBACK. eee |. 
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The hour athand that brings my bridegroom home!| Walt. Listen to me! : 
No relative to aid me—friend to counsel me! Jul. Listen to me and heed me! Ifthis contract |+ 
. ‘(A knock at the door. {Thou hold’st me to, abide thou the result! - 4g. 
‘¢ Come in. Answer toe Heaven for what I suffer—act ! |e 
| “ Enter Two FEMALE ATTENDANTS. Prepare thyself for such calamity - 
‘Your will? | To fall on me, and those whose evil stars ip< 
‘“ First Attend. Your toilet waits, my lady; Have linked them with me, as no past mishap, >¢ 
“Tis time you dress. However rare and marvelously sad, $ 
“ Jul. Tis time I die! [A peal of bells.] What’s|Can parallel! Lay thy account to live mp4 
] that ? A smileless life, die an unpitied death— z. 
“ First Attend. Your wedding bells, my lady. | Abhorred, abandoned of thy kind—as one 
“ Jul. Merrily Who had ‘the guarding of a young maid’s peace, 
‘They ring my knell ! | Looked on, and saw her rashly peril it— 
“ (SECOND ATTENDANT presents an open case. | And when she owned her danger and confessed : 
“‘ And pray you what are these ? Her fault, compelled her to complete her ruin ! + 
“‘ Second Attend. Your wedding jewels. Walt. Hast done? 
' & Jul. Set them by. Jul. Another moment, and I have. 
“ Second Attend. Indeed Be warned! Beware how you abandon me ! 
‘Was ne’er a braver set! A necklace, brooch |.To myself! I’m young, rash, inexperienced— 
‘¢ And ear-rings all of brilliants—with a hoop . - tempted | | 
‘To guard your wedding ring. By most insufferable misery ! 
“ Jul. "T'would need a guard ‘| Bold, desperate and reckless !- Thou hast age, ; 
‘ That lacks a heart to keep it ! Experience, wisdom and collectedness, 
‘‘ Second Attend. Here’s a heart ° Power, freedom—everything that I have not, | 
“ Suspended from the necklace—one huge diamond | Yet want as none e’er wanted! Thoucanst save me, |~ 
‘f Imbedded in a host of smaller ones | ‘Thou ought’st—thou must! I tell thee at his feet : 
“ Oh, how it sparkles ! : I'll fall a corse ere mount his bridal bed ! t 
“ Jul. Show it me; bright heart, So choose betwixt my rescue and my grave; | _|¢ 
‘Thy lustre, should 1 wear thee, will be false— {And quickly, too! The hour.of sacrifice 
‘‘ For thou the emblem art of love and truth— Is near! Anon the immolating priest 
‘‘ From her that wears thee unto him that gives| Will summon me! . Devise some speedy means 
thee. - | To cheat the altar of its victim! Do it— 4 
“ Back to thy case! Better thou ne’er shouldst | Nor leave the act tome! ~- : ; 
leave it— Walt. Hast done? ; 
‘“‘ Better thy gems a thousand fathoms deep Jul. I have. . 
‘In their native mine again, than grace my neck,} Walt. Then list to me—and silently, if not . 
“ And lend thy fair face to palm off a lie! With patience. [Brings chairs for himself and |t¢ 
‘¢ First Attend. Wilt please you dress ? her.—she R., he L.) Sit down. $ 
‘“ Jul. Aye! in infected clothes How I watched thee from thy childhood 54 
‘“New from a pest-house! Leave me! If I dress, |1’ll not recall.to thee.. Thy father’s wisdom— : 
‘‘T’1l dress alone. Oh, fora friend ! Time gallops! Whose humble instrument I was—directed . t 
hi [Exeunt ATTENDANTS.” | Your nonage should be passed in privacy, + 
Ho that should guard me is mine enemy ! From your apt mind, that far outstripped your |} 
Constrains me to abide the fatal die years, | 
My rashness, not my reason, cast! Hecomes, | Fearing the taint of an infected world ; 
That will exact the forfeit! Must I pay it? ‘‘ For, in the rich ground, weeds, once taking root, ; 
F’en at the cost of utter bankruptcy ! ‘‘Grow strong as flowers. ” He might be right or |% 
| What’s to be done? Pronounce tho vow that parts |_ wrong . 
| My body from my soul! To what it loathes I thought him right, and therefore did his bidding. » 4 
| Links that, while this is linked to what it loves! |Most certainly he loved you—-so did 1; $ 
Condemned to such perdition! What’s to be done?| Aye, well as I had been myself your father ! + 
' Stand at the altar in an hour from this! [Hts hand is resting upon his knee; JULIA at- : 
| An hour thence seated at his board—a wife! tempts to take it; he withdraws, it—looks at ; 
Thence —frenzy’s in the thought! What’s to be her; she hangs her head. $ 
done ? Well, you may take my hand! “TI need not say jt 
Enter MASTER WALTER, L. U. “ How fast you grew in knowledge and in goud- |+ 
Walt. [u.] What! run the waves so high @ Art ness— 3 
ready, Julia? - ‘That hope could scarce enjoy its golden dreams, 
nuptials! Do it! ‘‘ Pure as the leaf of the consummate bud 
Some opening for avoidance or escape— ‘‘That’s new unfolded by the smiling sun, 
' Or to thy charge I'll lay a broken heart ! ‘¢ And ne’er knew blight or canker! (She attempts 
' It may be broken vows and blasted honor, “to place her other hand on his shoulder; 
. Or else a mind distraught ! ‘‘ he leans from her—looks at her; she hangs f 
| Walt. What's this? | | “her head again.] Put it there !” ¢ 
i Jul. The strait : Where left I of ? I know! When a good woman |+ 
| I’m fallen into my patience cannot bear! Is fitly mated, she grows doubly good, 
It frights my reason—warps my sense of MEI; How good soe’er before! I found the man 
Religion ! ! changes me into a thing I thought a match for thee; and, soon as found, {4 
Llook at with abhorring! ' Proposed him to thee. Twas your father’s will, sia tilde ase ongie dened 5 
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Occasion offering, you should be married 
Soon as you reached to womanhood : you Jiked 
My choice—accepted him. We came to town, 
Where, by important matter, summoned thence, 
| [left you an affianced bride ! 
Jul. You did! you did! 
[Leans her head upon her hands and weeps. 
Walt. Nay, check thy tears! Let judgment now, 
‘Not passion, be awake. On my return, 
‘I found thee—what? I'll not describe the thing 
'T found thee then! I'll not describe my pangs 
i To see thee such a thing! The engineer 
' Who lays the last stone of his sea-built tower, 
‘‘It cost him years and years of toil to raise— 
‘ And, smiling at it, tells the winds. and waves 
‘To roar and whistle now”—and, ip a night, 
Beholds the tempest sporting in its place— 
Might Jook aghast, as I did! 
Jul. [ falling on her knees.) Pardon me! 
Forgive me! pity me! 
Walt. Resume thy seat. [Raises her. 
I pity thee; perhaps not thee alone 
| It fits to sue for pardon. 
Jul. Mc alone! None other! 
“ Walt. But to vindicate myself, 
‘¢‘T name thy lover’s stern desertion of thee. 
‘¢ What wast thou then with wounded pride? A 
thing 
‘To leap into a torrent! throw itself : 
‘From a precipice ! rush into fire! I saw 
‘Thy madness, knew to thwart it were to chafe it, 
‘¢ And humored it to take that course, I thought, 
‘‘ Adopted, least ’twould rue! 
“Jul. "Twas wisely done. 
“Walt. At least ’twas for the best. 
‘¢ Jul. To blame thee for it 
‘‘Was adding shame to shame!” But, Master 
Walter, 
These nuptials—must they needs goon? - ' 
Enter SERVANT, L. U. E. 
Ser. More guests arrive. 
Walt. Attend to them. 
Jul. Dear Master Walter ! 
Is there no way to escape these nuptials ? 
Walt. Know’st not 
What with these nuptials comes? Hast thou forgot? 
Jul. What ? 
Walt. Nothing—I did tell thee of:a thing. 
Jul. What was it? 
Walt. To forget it was’a fault ! 
| Look back and think. 
Jul. I can’t remember it. 
Walt. [up from chair.) Fathers, make straws 
your children! Nature’s nothing! 
Bhood nothing! Once in other veins it runs, 
| It no more yearneth for the parent flood 


yn A 


[ Bart SERVANT, L 


i Than doth the stream that from the source disparts. | 


Talk not of love instinctive—‘ what you call so, 
“Ts but the brat of custom! Your own flesh 
‘ By habit only cleaves to you—without, 
‘‘ Hath no adhesion!” So, you have forgot 
| You have a father, and are here to meet him ? 
Jul. Pil not deny it. 
Wait. You should blush for't. 
Jul. No 
No! no! ike Master Walter! what’s a father 
That you’ve not been to me? [He turns his back 
to her.| Nay, turn not from me, 
' For at the name a holy awe I own, 
That now almost inclines my knee to earth! 
But thou to me, except a father’s name, 


eae 


[Act V, Scene 3. 


Hast all the father been: the care—the love— 
The guidance—the protection of a father! 
Canst wonder, then, if-like thy child I feel, 
And feeling so, that father’s claim forget, 
Whom ne’er I knew, save by the name of one ? 
Oh, turn to me and do not chide me! or 
If thou wilt chide, chide on! but turn to me! 
Walt. [struggling with emotion.] My Julia! 
[ Weeping, he holds out his hand to her : 
eagerly takes ti. 
Jul. Now, dear Master Walter, hear me! 
Is there any way to ’scape these nuptials ? 
Walt. Julia, 
A. promise made admits not of release, 
‘* Save by consent or forfeiture of those 
‘“‘ Who hold it—so it should be pondered well 
‘¢ Before we let it go.” Ere man should say 
I broke the word I had the power to keep, 
I'd lose the life I had the power to part with ! 
Remember, Julia, thou and I to-day 
Must to thy father of thy training render 
A strict account. While honor’s left to us, 
We've something—nothing. having all but that! 
Now for thy last act of obedience, Julia! 
Present thyself before thy bridegroom : 
sents.] Good! 
My Julia’s now herself! Show him thy heart, 
And to his honor leave’t to set thee free. 
Or hold thee bound. They come, they come !* 
| Thy father will be by! [ Music. 
‘¢ | Baxeunt severally. 


she 


[She as- 


‘“ SCENE III.— The Banqueting-room. 


‘¢ Enter MASTER WALTER and MASTER ee a 
WELL. 
‘‘ Heart. Thanks, Master Walter! Ne’er was 
child more bent 
‘¢To do her father’s will, you'll own, than mine: 
‘¢ Yet never one more froward. 
‘“ Walt. All runs fair— 
‘Pair may allend! To-day you'll learn the cause 
“ That took me out of town. But soft awhile— — 
‘“‘Here comes the bridegroom with his friends, 
and here - 
‘¢ The all-obedient bride.” 
Enter “on one hand JULiA, and on the other” 
LORD ROCHDALE, with Lorp TINSEL and 
FRIENDS ; afterwards CLIFFORD, C. D. 
Roch. [c. | Is she not fair? 
Tin. [L.] She'll do. Your servant, lady ! Mas- 
ter Walter, 
We're glad to see you. Sirs, you’re welcome all! 
What wait they for? Are we to wed or not? 
We're ready—why don’t they present the bride ? 
I hope they know she is to wed an earl. 
Roch. Should I speak first ? 
Tin. Not for your coronet ! 
I, as your friend, may make the first advance. 
We're come here to be married. Where’s the bride?’ 
Walt. There stands she, lord. If ’tis her will to! 
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wed, 
His lordship’ s free to take her. 
Tin. Not a step! 
I, as your friend, may lead her to your lordship. 
Fair lady, by your leave. [Crosses to her. 
Jul. No! not to you. 
Tin. I ask your hand to give it to his lordship. 
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* In Di “repaclariatied ‘* They come, they come!” is inserted as | 
above, and there is no succeeding chanve of scene, all the verses | 
and directions marked with inverted commas being oni 
HEARTWELL should enter with the friends of the bride. 


—— 


+o 


- — a = : 2 Soe 


[TE NS Qe ERE | > A Se * 


eee 


Act V, Scene 3.] 


Jul. Nor to his lordship—save he will accept 
My hand without my heart! ‘ but I’ll present 
‘¢ My knee to him, and, by his lofty rank, 


i ** Implore him now to do a lofty deed 


‘¢ Will lift his stately head ahkove his rank-—+ 

‘¢ Assert him nobler yet in worth than name— 
‘¢ And in the place of an unwilling bride 

‘“¢ Unto a willing debtor make him lord— 


Whose thanks shall be his vassals, night and day 


‘¢ That still shall wait upon him !” 
Tin. What means this ? [Crosses L. 
Jul. What is’t behooves a wife to bring her lord? 
Walt. A whole heart, and a true one. 
Jul. I have none ! 
Not half a heart—the fraction of a heart ! 
Am I a woman it befits to wed ? 
Walt. Why, where’s thy heart ? 
Jul. Gone—out of my keeping! 
Lost—past recovery! “ right and title to it— 
‘¢ And all given up !” and he that’s owner on’t, 
So fit to wear it, were it fifty hearts 
I'd give it to him all! 
Walt. Thou dost not mean 
His lordship’s secretary ! 
Jul. Yes. Away 
Disguises ! ! In that secretary know 
The master of the heart, of which the poor, 
Unvalued, empty casket at your feet— 
Its jewel gone—I now despairing throw! [Kvneels. 
‘¢ Of his lord’s bride he’s lord! lord paramount ! 
‘¢'To whom her virgin homage first she paid— 
‘‘*’Gainst whom rebelled in frowardness alone— 
‘¢ Nor knew herself how loyal to him, till 
‘6 Another claimed her duty; then awoke © 
‘<'To sense of all she owed him—all his worth— 
‘¢ And all her undeservings !” 
Walt. Rise, my Julia! 


' THE HUNCHBACK 
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Walt. And so Tedeems her all! [Crosses c. : Is | 
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it your will, 
My lord, these nuptials should go on? 
Roch. It is. 
Walt. Then is it mine they stop! 
Tin. I told your lordship 
You should not keep a hunchback for your agent. 
Walt. Thought like my father, my good lord, 
who said 
He would not have a hunchback for his son—. 
So do I pardon you the savage slight ! 
oe lord, that I am not as straight as you 
Was blemish neither of my thought nor will, 
‘6 My head nor heart. It was no act of mine,” 
Yet did it curdle nature’s kindly milk 
E’en where ’tis richest—in a parent’s breast— 
To cast me out to heartless fosterage— 
Not heartless always, as it proved—and give 
My portion to another! ‘“ the same blood— 
‘¢ But Pll be sworn, in vein, my lord, and soul— 
‘‘ Although his trunk did swerve no more than 
yours— 
‘Not half so straight as I. 
‘“¢ Tin. Upon my life 
‘‘ You've got a modest agent, Rochdale! ! Now 
‘“¢ He'll prove himself descended—mark my words— 
‘¢ From some small gentleman ! 
‘* Walt. And so you thought, 
‘‘ Where nature played the churl, it would be fit 
‘“‘ That fortune played it too. You would have had 
‘‘ My lord absolve me from my agency ! 
‘“‘ Fair lord, the flaw did cost me fifty times— 
A hundred times—my agency.” But all’s 
Recovered. Look, my lord, a testament : 
[Shows will. 
To make a pension of his lordship’s rent-roll ! 
It is my father’s, and was left by him, © 


Tin. Lady, we come not here to treat of] In case his heir should die without a son, 


hearts, 
But marriage ; which, so please you, 1s with us 
A simple joining by the priest of hands. | 
A ring’s put on; a prayer or two is said; 
You're man and wife—and nothing more! 
hearts, 
We oftener do without than with them, lady ! 
Clif. So does not wed this lady. 
[Advances C., JULIA goes to him as for protection. 
Tin. Who are you ? 
Clif. I'm secretary to the Earl of Rochdale. 
Tin. My lord ? 
Roch. 1 know him not. 
Tin. I know him now— 
Your lordship’s rival—once Sir Thomas Clifford. 
‘Clif. pee sir; and once this lady’s bridegroom 
—W 
Then loved her—loves her still ! 
Jul. Was loved by her, 
Though then she knew it not !—is loved byl her 
As now she knows, and all the world may know! 
Tin. ae can’t be laughed at. We are here to 


And shall fal our contract. 
Jul. Clifford ! 
Clif. Julia! 
You will not give your hand ? 
[A pause—JULIA seems utterly lost. 
Walt. You have forgot 


For 


| Again. You have a father! 


Jul. Bring him now 
To see thy Julia justify thy training, 
And lay her lifo down to redeem her word ! 


Then to be opened. Heaven did send a son 
To bless the heir. Heaven took its gift away, 
He died—his father died. And Master Walter— 
The unsightly agent of his lordship there— 
The hunchback whom your lordship would have 
stripped 
Of his agency—is now the Earl of Rochdale! 
Jul. The Earl of Rochdale ! 
Walt. And what of that? 
half my greatness ! 
A prouder title, Julia, have I yet, 
Sooner than part with which, I’d give that up, 
And be again plain Master Walter. What ! 
Dost thou not apprehend.me? Yes, thou dost ! 
Command thyself—don’t gasp! My pupil — 
daughter! . 
Come to thy father’s heart ! 
(JULIA reshes into his arms. 
Tin. We've made a small mistake here. Never 
min 
Tis nothing for a lord. | 
Enter FATHOM, R 

Fath. Thievery ! Elopement—escape—arrest 

Wali. What's the matter ?: 

Fath. Mistress Helen is running away with 
Master Modus—Master Modus is running away 
with Mistress Helen—but we have caught them, |: 
secured them, and here they come, to receive the 
reward of their merits. 

Enter HELEN and Movvs, B., followed by 

SERVANTS. 
Hel. Yl ne’er wed man, if not my cousin Modus. 
Mod. Nor woman I, save cousin Helen’s she. 


Thou know’st not 
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| 24. THE HUNCHBACK. | [Act V, Scene 3. : 
| — 3 
| Walt. [to HEARTWELL.] A daughter and a/And rightly—there has been some masking here. : 
| nephew has my friend _ : Well, you shall know anon how keeps Sir Thomas | + 
Without their match in duty! You shall marry. | His baronetcy still—and, for myself, $ 
‘‘ For you, sir, who to-day have lost an earldom, | How jealousy of my misshapen back 


‘¢ Yet would have shared that earldom with. my | Made'me mistrustful of a child’s affections, 
child— . : Althouzh I won a wife’s—so that I dropped 

‘‘ My only one— content yourself with prospect | The title of thy father, lest thy duty 

‘¢ Of the succession—it must fall to you— | Should pay the debt thy love alone could solve. 

‘‘ And fit yourself to grace it. Ape not those | All this and more, that to thy friends and thee 

‘‘Whorank by pride. The man of simplest bearing : Pertains, at fitting time thou shalt be told. 

‘Is yet a lord when he’s a lord indeed! —_-_. | But now thy nuptials wait—the happy close 

‘‘ Tin. The paradox is obsolete. Ne’er-lieed! :Of.thy hard trial—whdlesome, though severe! 
‘‘Learn from his book, and practice out of;The world won't cheat thee now—tly heart is 
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mine. proved— . 
“ Walt.” Sir Thomas Clifford, take my daugh-| Thou know’st thy peace by finding out its bane, 
ters hand . And ne’er wilt act from reckless impulse more ! 
If now you know the master of her heart: 7 
Give it, my Julia! You suspect, I see— | _ HE END. 
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COSTUMES. 


MASTER WALTER.—Black Old English doublet, puffed with | FA THOM.—Old English livery. . 


red silk or black sotin; black mantle; black cap and plume;| WASTER WILFORD.—First .dreas: Old English doublet and. 

sword and cane. mantle, slightly ornamented. Second dress: Rich nobleman’s 
SIR THOMAS CLIFFORD.—Dark colored doublet, richly slashed | suit; faney colored jucket and pantaloons trimmed with lace ; 

with crimson; dark mantle; tranks trimmed with lace; russet| tranks, belt and mantle trimmed; russet boots, and rich cap and. 
boots; buff hat aud white feathers ; ruff, and sword with hund-| feathers. 


some scabbard. gs th . JULIA.—First dresa: White muslin, trimmed with lace. Second 
LORD TINSEL.—Blue nnd silver jacket and pantaloons, trimmed} dress; White satin gown, with silk spencer or bodice, accord- 
with silk cord, plated buttons; fancy colored vest; hat and| ing to taste; hat and ostrich feathers. Vhird dress: White 
feathers; silk stockings with gold clocks. satin robo and demi-train trimmed with lace; white satin shoes, 
MODUS.—Brown Old English dress trimmed with bluc; hat and | HELEN.—First dress : White muslin trimmed with pink or blue 
feathers. silk, und girdle of the same. Second dress: Of satin. 


944446444454 444 444464445 444444444446464464646446464644 


EGR A ETD 


Me SOOO OO Gbaeebesbbbaabbbbeaenaeraannnaanaangaaaaaadadaaaaadenomndamnennanoanneneaboamnnnnnrnnninn tind ooo 


The appearance of “‘ The Hunchback ” marked an era in the history of English dramatic literature. It did much to restore a 

taste for theatrical ontertainments of an elevated character both in England nnd the United States, and to silence the cry of those 

’ eritical cronkers, the continual burthen of whose lament was *‘the decline of the drama." A freshness and frankness in the spirit, a 
hoartiness in the tone, anda manly, muscular energy in the language of this admirable play, called to mind the dramutists of the day 
of Elizabeth. And yet Knowles is no imitutor. His style is sinularly original. Tndecd it ig sometimes a little too liberally garnished 
with ahsolute Knovvles-isms; as where he attains conciseness of expression at the price of obscurity, or, by the convolution of his sen- 
teuces, conceals without invigorating the sentiment. 

“The Hunchback" was first_produced the 5th of April. 1832, at the Covent Garden Theatre. It-had been offered to the man- 
agers of tho rival house of Drury Lune; but they had been either so obtuse or so impolitic as to slight its claims to their attention. 
The penalty for their neglect was. that they were obliged to close their dvors a month before the usual period, simply because ng 
attraction they could offer could compete with that of the new play. | 

Its success was instunt and imposing. In the part of Julia, Miss Fanny Kemble surpassed all her former efforts. ‘ It was,’’ 
says a contemporary critic, who also writes like a candid one, “a noble and at the same time o most touching performance ; noble in 
the sustained energy of its passion in some of the scenes, and touching in the pure depths of its pathos in others. Her exclamation 
(in the scene with Master Walter) of + Dott!’ with reference to the breaking off the hated match with the Earl, was the most remark- 
instance of tho first ; and her cry—half fond, half froward and impatient—of ‘ Clifford, is it you?’ was an exquisite example of the 
other. 

“ But the grent novelty of the night was the acting of Mr. Knowles himself, in the character of Master Walter; and we can agred 
With all the praise, and but little if any of the censure, which have been bestowed upon his performance. It was in many parts the 
most natural that we remember to have seen on the English stage: it was in some parts vigorous, and even dignified, and it was 
intellectual and original in all. We spenk of the mellowed perfurmance, not that of the first night, in which the actor commenced 
under an erroneous impression as to the effect and capubility of his physical powers, with reference to the locality on which they 
were to be employed. 

“Finally, Mr. Kemble’s nee was a delightfnl specimen of graceful and gentlemanly propricty ; and Miss Taylor's Helen, 
though greutly overdone, was full of sterling comic humor and vivacity.” 

. . Most of the London critics were less complimentary in their comments upon the acting of Mr. Knowles. One of them remarked} 
“ His voice is without modulation, always in oue loud key, pumping out the words, which are, morcover, enriched with a genuine 
and classic broguo.” | 

Seon eer * The Hunchback” had been mado familiar to English play-goers, those of this country had an opportunity of wit- 
nessing tito execllent performances ot Mr. Charles Kemble and his daughter in this piece. Subsequently Mr. Knowles himself made 
us a visit, aud impersonuted Jfaster Walter in our principal cities. We knew and loved tha man; but must turn informer to posterity 
so fur ns to confess that his brogne, even in acting. was rich nnd ripe. How could it be otherwise, when he was so thoroughly 
nationul ns to be well content with tho familiar prefix of Paddy to his name? Ho did not ottract large audiences at our theatres; 
althuugh respect for the dramatist ani affection for tho man secured liim some substantial returns, It was often a subject of regret 
with us that our laws for the protection of literary property were not such that he conld derive some benefit from the frequent pers 
formance of those sterling productions of his gonins, ‘The Hunehbnck" and ‘The Wife.” Here were foreign managers and actors 
making their thousands in this country out of tho fruits of his dramatic.toil ; while he wag debarred from exacting a penny from theso 
persons for the use of his popular plays! When shall wo have legislators with souls to rectify such rank injustice ? 

Tho character of Julia has been a sort of test purt for the display of the abilitics of nearly all the accomplished actresses who haya 
oppenred upon our boards since the production of “Tho Hunchback.” Miss Vincent, Miss Whentley, Miss Phillips, Miss Jarma 
and Mrs. Charles Koun have been deservedly praised for their exquisite embodyings of Master Walter's wayward daughter. Re- 
contly Mrs. Mowntt, who is tho peer of any one of her predecessors in the respect of talent, if not of stage experience, has added thia 
part to her role, and won_now Juurels by her spirited personation of it in the Sonthern theatres. 

The scenv of “ Tho Hunchback" is luid about the time of Charles I. Tho story is that of a father who, in consequence of his 
personnl deformity. imagines that his danghter will be wanting in filial affection, and so brings ler up in ignorance of their trud 
relationship. She knows him only as Master Walter, her kind friend and guardian. Ho proves in the end to_hethe rightful poss 
sessor of the peerage of Rochdale; but before this is discovered, he hns fonnd in the person of Sir Thomas Clifford a suitor for his 
daughter. Julia, while yet a simplocountry maiden, accepts this suitor; but on being tried by tha gnicties of a city life, she enters 
into them so heartily as to make her lover question the sincerity of her attachment to himself. .She takes offense nt his monitions, 
and, whilo her pride is stung and her resentment aroused, consents—‘* only te show him she ean wed above him "—to receive th 
addresses of tha snpposed Enrl of Rochdale. But no sooner is her word passed than she bitterly. repents of her precipitancy. When 
she learns that adversity has overtaken Clifford, the generosity of her nature is beautifully betrayed ; and the scenes in which eh¢ 


thonceeforward appears are wrought up to an intensity of interest. 
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